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Around Town. 


The rising young statesman who is supposed 
to edit the World in spare moments not de- 
voted to amalgamating newspapers, appor- 
tioning constituencies and handing out lieuten- 
ant-governorsbips, has at last been forced by 
the clamor of his fellow-countrymen to drop 
larger matters for a moment and pay some 
attention to such trifles as the government of 
Ontarid. In the World of Monday he takes 
the leader of the Ontario Opposition in hand 
and gives him afew points on how to manage 
the business of making Sir Oliver Mowat 
“go.” Of course Mr. World's ripe experi- 
ence as leader of the party in East York fora 
couple of years entitles him to stop Mr. Meredith 
in the market-place and in a loud voice lecture 
him on the art of government. Our thankful- 
ness over this eminent authority on party 
leadership having found time to teach Mr. 
Meredith politics, is so great that we may find 
no fault with the somewhat patronizing air 
and public parade with which he conveys his 
words of wisdom to the gentleman who has 
been leader of the Ontario Opposition for the 
past fourteen years. Nor are those friends of 
Mr. Meredith who have stood by him through 
good and evil report permitted by this know- 
ing one to pass without admonition. These 
thoughtless people are called his ‘‘ admirers,” 
and are told that they have been “ overloading 
Mr. Meredith with unnecessary laudations.” 
That too much praise has been bestowed upon 
the Ontario leader by those who should have 
been his friends, will probably be news to the 
majority of his followers. Just what measure 
of appreciation should be shown to a public man 
may be hard to define, but many people, doubt- 
less ill-informed, have felt that Mr. Meredith has 
been much neglected, that Conservative poli- 
ticians and newspapers have mostly concerned 
themselves with the Ottawa Government; pos- 
sibly not so much because that Government 
bas patronage to bestow and postoffices to 
build, as that it is composed of men who come 
nearer the Worvld’s ideal of what politicians 
should be and how they should behave. 

I am particularly pointed out as a sinner in 
respect of being too great an admirer of the 
Ontario leader, and am told to kneel at the feet 
of the oracle and shudder with repentance be- 
cause of the alleged habit of speaking of Mr. 
Meredith ‘‘as if he were a very god.” Accord- 
ing to the reproof I have regarded him as a 
‘‘pure-minded, white-souled politician away 
above the ordinary, a sort of Sanctified and 
Purified Political Serenity set above and beyond 
average politicians.” To show how mistaken I 
have been I am subsequently taken by the 
hand and told that ‘‘even the Homeric gods 
and goddesses while they sat on thrones on 
Heavenly Olympus had the passions and weak- 
nesses of mortals implanted in their minds 
divine.” How well we all recognize this 
Homeric passage! It is evidently the belief of 
the editor of the World that as an astute poli- 
ticlan he must never permit anyone to remain 
unaware that he and Homer are quite chummy. 
Whether addressing the senate of the Univer- 
sity orthe farmers of East York, he always 
introduces Homer into his discourses, and if 
Mr. Meredith is at all receptive he should take 
the hint and show a greater familiarity not 
only with properly loading up a voters’ list, but 
also with Homeric lays. 


. ” 

But as tothe charge that I have endeavored 
to invest Mr. Meredith with a godlike halo, I 
can only say that if it has appeared so to the 
World it has not appeared so to me, I have 
never clambered over Olympus and am pro- 
bably unacquainted with the line of gods with 
which the editor of the World has familiarized 
himself, nor do I know what constitutes a 
**Sanctified and Purified Political Serenity,” 
though it is a phrase I certainly should not 
apply to Mr. Meredith’s critic. As compared 
with Sir Oliver Mowat, I have often pointed 
out that the leader of the Opposition makes no 
pretension to sanctity, nor does he go about 
robed as a Christian politician, and I think 
those who have read what I have said will not 
accuse me of going too far when others were 
forgetting their duty and loyalty, in occasion- 
ally pointing out the merits of a gentleman 
who may be too decent to be a politician pleas- 
ing to the World, but whocertainly belongs to 
the highest type of our citizens, 

+. 
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I have not been alone in expressing the fear 
that a large class of Canadians have aban- 
doned the hope of being governed by just, 
pure-minded and able leaders. That Mr. Joly 
was driven out of politics in Quebec ; that Mac- 
kenzle, Biakeand Laurier have been unsuccess- 
ful in the House of Commons ; that D'Alton 
McCarthy has been forced into revolt by his 
party; that some of the best men in the Con- 
servative ranks sit on back benches while 
others who are by no means above reproach 
occupy Cabinet places, all add _ coloring 
to the too prevalent theory that our 
political ideals have been degraded by asystem 
of corruption from the contamination of which 
even the newspapers have not escaped. So 
low a plane is occupied by what the World 
calls the ‘average politician ” that it is not a 
fulsome compliment to say that Mr. Meredith 
sits ‘‘above and beyond” him. Between the 
unwholesome valley in which the “average 
politician,” by misfortunc or necessity, is made 
to breathe an atmosphere laden with the stench 
of jobbery, insincerity, falsehood, bribery and 
trickery, and the heights of Olympus, there isa 
vast stretch of uplands which decent men might 
occupy without assuming to be gods. This 
district has probably been omitted from the 
geography of the gentleman who has his Ho- 
mer and the East York voters’ list bound be- 
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tween the same covers, but surely its existence 
should not be ignored by those who hope for 
better things, or who are at least opposed 
to a further descent into the mire. 
. 7 

Mr, A. S. Hardy is held up in the World'sedi- 
torial as the gentleman Mr. Meredith should imi- 
tate. Atthis point weare able to fully discover 
what sort of an angel the World man hasseen in 
his political dreams! Nor are we left in ignor- 
ance as to the variety of fighting that is desired. 
Mr. Meredith is told to fight more, “to hit 
as hard as he is able and as near jto the belt as 
he can get,” with a hint that if he gets a little 
under the belt he will be all the more accept- 
able. Evidently the World desires a political 
ruffian for a leader, and if c0,I fear that its 
editor is wasting his time in instructing Mr. 
Meredith how to kick shins, stab, bite and 
browbeat his opponents, 

* 


* * 

Furthermore, the leader of the Opposition is 
told to get out ‘‘a mining and metal producing 
policy.” Several people—who know very much 
less than the editor of the World, of course— 
think it wise for Mr. Meredith to wait until 
Sir Oliver Mowat has finally refused to enunci- 
ate his policy before committing himself, and 
thus placing all his ammunition at the service 
of his opponents. My own belief is that Sir 
Oliver Mowat’s Government are using every 
method in their power to lead the Conservatives 
into coaxing and bullying them into bonusing 
smelters and undertaking mining operations, 
After having been sufficiently coaxed and cri- 
ticized they will yield to the demand of the 
Opposition and enrich some of their friends by 


putting the money where it will do the most 
good, and where most of it will trickle back 
into an electiun fund. In fact—I hope I say it 
in a proper spirit of humility—I do not think 
the World's. advice is wise. If we 
want a mining and metal producing 
policy we have a right to demand that the 
Mowat Government give it to us, and the 
World is really asking Mr. Meredith to do ex- 
actly the thing which a few paragraphs previ- 
ously they reprove him for doing, when they 
say that he has let his opponents too often 


take advantage of him. 
= 
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Furthermore, Mr. Meredith is told to organize. 
Of course he has nothing to do but go around 
the country and call meetings in schoolhouses. 
It is the party's business to organize, I am 
told he went into his last campaign with about 
twelve hundred and fifty dollars with which to 
furnish pamphlets and organize Ontario, All 
the money spent in Oatario on the organiza- 
tion of the Conservative party is for 
the Dominion House. It is all right to 
shout out “Organize!” it is very easy 
for newspapers that do nothing for Mr. Mere- 
dith except just at election times to shout 
* Organize!" it is quite the popular thing for 
men who are so busy passing round the hat for 
themselves that they have no time to raise any 
money to carry on a general campaign, to be- 
come wild for a good big fight at somebody 
else's expense, but organization cannot be 
accomplished without funds for the many le- 
gitimate pi.rposes of an election, without an 
organizer pala to do the work, without men 
who will surround the leader and be faithful 
to him all the year round and from election 
to election. 


a * 
It certainly 's not helpful to a party when a 


paper supposed to support ite cause, publishes 
such an article as the one to which I have re- 
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ferred. IfMr. Meredithcannotlead a party with- | 30,000 


out being instructed by the World he certainly 
should retire. If the editor of that paper has 
any advice to offer he should offer it in private 
or ask for aconvention where a consensus of 
opinion may be obtained and a policy decided 
upon, Mr. Meredith has been defeated in the 
past by those sc-called National Policy Con- 
servatives who support the Mowat Govern- 
ment in Ontario and the Conservative Govern- 
ment at Ottawa, and are actuated by selfish 
motives in both instances. Dominion poli- 
ticians have deliberately traded votes in close 
constituencies to the discomtiture and defeat 
of the Ontario Opposition. In the past the 
National Policy has overshadowed everything 
and the World has been one of the apostles of 
this sort of thing. It is not likely to con- 
tinue to be the only thing in sight and 
Mr. Meredith’s friends believe that he can win, 
not by degrading himself to the level that the 
World would like to see him descend to, but 
because he has been a patient and patriotic 
leader who hasdone so much for his province 
that the electors should be easily convinced 
that under his guidance no interest of the pro- 
vince would be permitted to suffer, that nepot- 
ism would cease, that the rights stolen by the 
Mowat Government from the people would be 
restored to the electors and jobbing in offices 
stopped. Can the electors be convinced of 
this if Mr. Meredith follows the World's 
advice and tries to re-create himself in 
the image of a Hardy or a Maclean? Indeed, 
is it not the presence of such men as the editor 
of the World in the Conservas‘ive party that 
makes the electorate suspicious of Mr. Mere- 
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dith’s bona fides, and turns them back to evils 
they know rather than risk the transfer of 
power to those who are suspected of keeping 
such exceedingly bad company ? 

Some of the newspapers in opposing the 
scheme of bringing water by gravitation from 
the Upper Lakes say that it is unnecessary, 
for the water in Late Ontario here at our 
doors came from there. The purest water in 
the world is that which comes from the hea- 
vens ; the water lying in a mud-hole on the 
street came from the heavens, consequently it 
is the purest water in the world if their rea- 
soning amounts to anything more than a jibe 
ata system which will eventually have to be 
adopted, It is not where water comes from 
that concerns us most, but whether or not it 
passes through filth before we get it. If people 
only talked about things they understood and 
always endeavored to be just, these cheap jeers 
would be much less frequent and common 
sense more prevalent. 

While on the point regarding knowledge of 
a subject preventing the darkening of counsel 
by words without wisdom, I might remark 
that the Presbytery of the United States is 
denouncing the Geary Act and the expulsion of 
the unregistered Chinese from the United 
States. These clergymen are no doubt well 
versed in theology, and if they stick to it long 
enough will probably convict Dr. Briggs of 
being a heretic and thereby split their denomi- 
nation in two, but Iam doubtful if they know 
very much about the Chinese question on the 
Pacific coast. I do not profess to know much 
about it myself, but Iavailed myself of the oppor- 
tunity of visiting the Chinese quarters in Vic- 
toria and San Francisco when I[ was out there 
a couple of weeks ago. If the reverend gentle- 
men would take a trip through that section of 
San Francisco called Chinatown, see where 
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of those people live—many of 
them in underground dens as thick as 
vermin—investigate their habits, see two 
score of them congregated in a room not eight 
feet high or fourteen feet square, some of 
them stupefied with opium, others smoking the 
deadly drug, the air so foul that a white man 
cannot breathe it for more than five minutes, 
they would get a different notion of what the 
Chinese question really means, It they 
studied the history of the Highbinders, the 
hired blackmailers and assassins of the Six 
Companies ; if they saw the dreadful women 
prepared from childhood for a life of prostitu- 
tion, visited the theaters and the joss houses, 
they would not clamor so wildly for the reten- 
tion of a horde of Asiatics who are degrading 
and ruining the wage-earners of the Pacific 
coast. It is to be noticed that these reverend 
gentlemen are not abandoning profitable 
pastorates to go as missionaries to Chinatown; 
they have no fear that the Chinese will com. 
pete with them in their profession, and with 
them as with others, but sligat aversion is felt 
towards those with whom they are not in com- 
petition or conflict, Almost without exception 
the Chinese in America are slaves of the Six 
Companies, who export them from China and 
seize upon a large share of their earnings 
while they are in this country. 
+ 
oe . 

It is true that the whites on the Pacific coast 
were once glad to employ Chinese cheap labor ; 
itisalso true that the planters of the South 
believed they would be ruined were they to 
lose their slaves, It has been proven that 
slavery was a curse to the South, and the 


people in that part of the United States are 
now suffering from the sins of their forefathers. 
The curse of Chinese slavery is being inflicted 
upon the coast. Honest white labor is driven 
away because it will not degrade itself in compe- 
tition with the Mongolians. Had the Chinese 
never entered the Pacific territories that rich 
country would have been better settled and 
the problem of labor would have been nearer 
its solution than now. Had white men been 
employed in building the railroads many of 
them would have become settlers, and the 
money paid to them would have been retained 
in British Columbia, Washington, Oregon and 
California. As it is, the money is now in 
China and much of the land is still vacant. I; 
is useless for the Presbytery to declare that it 
is unchristian and improper to deport the 
Chinese when the white people of the coast, 
rich and poor alike, who are thoroughly fa- 
miliar with the whole question and with John 
Chinaman himself, are clamoring to be re- 
lieved of the presence of such an undesirable 
and unassimilative element. It is not merely 
the Sand Lot orators and the laborers who are 
demanding the removal of the unregistered 
Chinese ; it is the whole population, for all of 
them are affected. I did not find a man or 
woman on the coast in favor of the retention 
ofa Mongolian pest. Is it wise then for the 
Presbytery to talk abstractions and try to hin- 
der those who are suffering from ridding them 
selves of a people who do not come to America 
to build houses, who do not marry and raise 
families, who do not reclaim land or till farms 
except as slaves, but whose sole purpose is to 
gather together a little money to carry back to 
China? They all intend to go back to the Flowery 
Kingdom. If the Geary Act is enforced they will 
simply have to go back to China a little sooner 
than they intended and their kinsmen will 
not be permitted to take their places. 
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Ridicule is being heaped upon the} Declara- 
tion of Independence because it begins_by as- 
serting that all men are born free and equal, 
while under the constitution of which this 
isa preamble an act could be passed expelling 
Chinamen from the United States, Even 
accepting the doctrine that all men are born 
free and equal, it is not a nation’s business to 
squander its resources in protecting other 
nations whileitsown citizens are su ffering. The 
United States as a nation is not called upon to 
send an army to South America to protect the 
Peruvians from the Chilians; failing to do thie, 
it does not nullify the declaration that all men 
are born free andequal. If China were tosend 
an armed force to capture America, according 
to the doctrine of the humanitarians the peo- 
ple of the United States would be unchristian 
in resenting the entrance of such an army. 
Yet this is just what China is doing ; the 
Mongolian who comes to America is not com- 
ing intoeither Canada or the United States to 
become a citizen, or even with the hope of be- 
coming a citizen. He comes as a foreigner ; 
the result of his coming is the degradation of 
labor and the impoverishment of the nation, 
Have not the United States just as much right 
to resist the invasion of the Chinese in one in- 
stance as in the other? If the Chinese army 
had gained an entrance it would be con- 
sidered quite Christian to drive them out. 
The Chinese as individuals have gained 
an entrance ; they are as hostile to the institu- 
tions of this continent as if they came by force 
of arms to destroy them, and their expulsion is 
thoroughly wise, Christian and proper, and the 
less the church parliaments meddle with such 
questions the less they will antagonize the 
working classes, who are already none too 
friendly towards the high priests, who without 
knowledge of the circumstances or regard to 
the result can never be persuaded to leave 
politics and law-making alone. 

. 
- = 

I do not know whether this gold cure, of 
which so much is being said and taken, is 
likely to prove a blessing to the race. Any- 
thing which does away with the feeling that 
as we sow so must we reap, is not calculated to 
strengthen the will or to purify the morals. 
If a man feels that he can indulge in liquor un- 
til he becomes almost a maniac and then go to 
a gold cure establishment and have the appe- 
tite eradicated from his system, he is very apt 
to continue his excesses far beyond the point 
he would have been apt to reach had he not 
felt certain that he could obtain a remedy 
without the self-sacrifice and deprivation ne- 
cessary to effect a reform with his own will 
as the main agent. Of course I do not 
admit in this that there is such a 
thing as removing the alcoholic habit by the 
gold cure ; in fact, I do not believe there is any 
such thing. Though a man may be treated in 
such a way as to build him up and remove for 
a time the craving caused by a long continued 
and excessive use of alcohol, yet after all the 
will must be relied upon and temptation must 
be avoided. Thus it appears that ifa man can 
continue sober long enough to permit his sys- 
tem to resume its normal condition and is 
thoroughly determined to resist the old habit, 
keeps himself busy and avoids temptation, he 
is quite as likely to become cured as if he went 
to some institution which professes to do great 


things. 


I read somewhere—I am not sure whether 
it was in a local paper or some other— 
that a legislature was asked to pass, or did 
pass, & law intended to force habitual 
drunkards to take the gold cure, and it 
was intended that provision should be made 
for his necessary expenses. Even a dullard 
can see in this the hand of the gold cure quacks; 
not enough grist is going to their mill volun. 
tarily and they wish to call to their assistance 
the coercive arm of the law. This, however, is 
a reputable method compared with some which 
are being practiced by “institutions” overly 
anxious for patients. A prominent merchaat 
told me not long ago that one of the travelers 
of the firm to which he belongs corres- 
ponded with a doctor who was doing 
this business. The young map, who was 
not really a victim of alcoholism, had 
been frightened as to his condition by a gold 
cure circular. After receiving the informa- 
tion he desired as to the cost of ‘“ treat- 
ment” he attended to his own case, but the 
“doctor” was not to be so easily battled. He 
found out the name of the firm for which the 
young man traveled and addressed my in- 
formant a letter, saying that his traveler de- 
sired to take the gold treatment and urging 
him to release him for a month and, if neces- 
sary, to advance the money required. The 
merchant was astonished and told me that he 
considered it nothing but blackmail. Touters 
for these “institutions” may easily ruin a 
man’s character by using these methods. Bya 
little spying they can find out young men who 
habitually use stimulants and by addressing 
such letters to their employers, hoping to force 
them into taking the gold cure, they are very 
likely to deprive them of their positions. Busi- 
ness men should recognize the blackmail- 
ing element in all such communications and 
refuse to be intluenced thereby. 

* 

Not being a descriptive writer, I feel some- 
what embarrassed by the rash promise I made in 
last week's issue to endeavor to describe the 
scenery along the Canadian Pacific Railway. 
Along the north shore I know the scenery well; 
before the road was finished I went over it 
on a hand-car and have long held my ex- 
perience in reserve, believing that 1 would 
find in the many little adventures and episodes 
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now that you should know it. Please be Van Zandt seated himself so that he might 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Dr. Martin’s visits to Mrs. Horton’s were be- 
coming frequent. People who recognized his 
horse and cutter wondered if there was anyone 
ill. One day, as he was getting into the cutter, 
after a rather prolonged call, a lady who hap- 
pened to be passing at the time was sympa- 
thetic enovgh to make enquiries of him in be- 
nalf of the Horton household. He of course 
answered her as best he could, but after that 
left his cutter at home and walked. 

The friendship between Martin and Miss 
Barker promised to be an eventful one. Mar- 
tin was already in love, and from the encour- 
agement be had received he believed that Miss 
Barker was not unfavorable to his suit, al- 
though he did not at present feel sure enough 
of his ground to make his regard for her 
known. Mre. Horton had always been present 
during his visits, and consequently he had not 
had the opportunity to reveal anything more 
than what might have been observed in his 
countenance or inferred from his attentions. 
If, indeed, anything had been observed, or even 
inferred, he could not determine, since at the 
most critical moment Miss Barker had always 
provoked him by her apparent indifference. 

One day, with a significant expression of coun- 

tenance, Jack Roberts asked him how he was 
getting along with his new case. The reply 
was to the effect that he didn’t believe he had 
succeeded in making an impression yet, and 
that it was harder to diagnose the symptcms 
of a woman's regard than it was to diagnose a 
case of typhoid. He believed chat Roberts 
would have to wait a long time before he would 
have the opportunity to bestow his blessing, 
and he hoped that the next time he called 
Mrs. Horton would have the goodness to con- 
tract a cold, a headache, or anything that 
would confine her to herown room. He didn’t 
approve of this chaperon business at all, and 
he wondered why it was insisted upon. Mrs. 
Horton was his friend, and he could not see 
why he was not to be left alone with Miss 
Barker for a few moments at least. Finally, 
he concluded that Miss Barker was the cause 
of it, and he felt somewhat piqued when the 
conviction dawned upon him. Now, Martin 
was a sensitive man, and when this knowledge 
(we will call it knowledge, for he had a great 
deal of faith in his perception) dawned upon 
him, he was not only hurt but began to lose 
confidence in himself. Had he been conceited, 
it is probable that he would have construed the 
matter in an entirely different light. As it 
was, however, he assumed a little of re- 
serve, and began to lose hope. But being con- 
tinually harassed with the maxim, “ Faint 
heart never won fair lady,” he more than once 
determined to give her to understand just how 
the matter stood, but failed always at the crit- 
ical moment. More than once he felt that it 
was presumptuous of him to aspire to the hand 
of one who (in his own imagination) was so 
much superior to others. He did not believe 
there was anything about him that a woman 
would be likely to fallin love with, and he was 
on the point of giving up the matter, when his 
friend Roberts revived his drooping spirits 
with alittle fatherly advice. Foralong time 
after that he sat studying the portrait, and in 
a very devotional mood regarded it as his 
angel, and all that sort of thing. It is odd 
how silly a man gets when he is in love. 
Finally, he made up his mind that it was 
a case of now or never with him, so 
with Roberts’ advice still ringing in 
his ears, and a hope that Mrs, Horton would 
not be at home, he set forth one evening to 
learn his fate. ‘Io his delight Mrs. Horton was 
not at home. Bertha was alone; but when 
she entered the drawing-room there was a 
sadness in her face that went straight to his 
heart. Nevertheless, she was glad to see him, 
and she was kind enough to show it. They 
got along very well for a time, but presently 
he not’ced that while she seemed cheerful 
enough when talking, she appeared absorbed 
with her own thoughts when listening, and 
the sad expression of her face troubled him. 
He was not certain, but he thought she had 
been crying. Finally he rose to his feet. She 
was sitting before the fire, and he advanced a 
few steps until he stood beside her. As he 
rose she looked up with something like sur 
prise in her expression, then as their eyes met, 
the lids of hers slowly drooped, and she looked 
again at the fire, 

**Miss Barker,” said he, ‘“‘ you are sad tc 
night. Something has happened ; I fear that I 
have obtruded myself upon you. I hope you 
will pardon me. I shall try to make amends 
by bidding you good nigh’.” 

Bertha was startled. She felt that she had 
been rude. 

“Dr. Martin,” said she quickly, ‘* please do 
not go. You have not intruded. I am glad 
you came. Please pardon my apparent rude- 
ness. You have been so kind. Please stay. 
I—I—need you.” 


It was the first time she had ever ap- 
pealed to him, What a throb his heart 
wave! In that moment as he beheld her 


almost pleading look he nearly lost control 
of himself. He stepped to her side. He 
placed one hand upon the back of her chair 
and bowed above her. There was an earnest 
love light in his eyes which she could not mis- 
take. In her own heart she knew she loved 
him, but she dared not let him seeit. There 
were circumstances in her life which prevented 
it. With a mighty effort she broke from the 
spell and struggled to master the situation. 
She knew she had a difficult task. She knew 
she was on delicate ground, but she deter- 
mined to make one brave effort to disarm him. 
and at the same time retain his friendship, 

** You need me, Bertha?” said he, in a tone 
that despite her resolution thrilled her. It | 
was the first time she had ever heard him prc- | 
nounce her name, and until then she never 
knew how much music there was init. One 
moment she allowed herself to enjoy it, then 
looking up at him with a frank and kindly ex- 
pression she proceeded to extricate herself | 
from her predicament. | 

“Oh, no, not that, not that,” said she. “‘ You 


| you needed me, Give me the right to be of 


“The Romance of La Tour.” 


must not look at me like that ;"you must not 
speak to me like that. Please be my friend, 
for I have such great need of your friendship. 
I trust you implicitly. In all my life you are 
the only man I have ever appealed to for 


friendship.” 


Had not Martin been a man of good sound 
sense, he might have lost his head just at that 
moment. But with a mighty effort he suc- 


ceeded in curbing his feelings. 


‘*Miss Barker,” said he finally, ‘‘ you do me 


honor. I sincerely hope that I may always 

prove worthy of your confidence. It shall be 
| 
| 


as you wish. I am wholly at your service.” 


‘** How good you are,” she exclaimed, grateful 
that he had helped her out of the trouble, 
* You do not know how much you have helped 


me already.” 


Martin had the good sense to understand 
her. He had perception enough to see that she 
was struggling to prevent a crisis. Much as 
he wished to declare his love for her, he re- 
frained at present because she wished it. Be- 
ing of a generous nature he at once set aside 
his own desires that he might the more readily 
comprehend and comply with hers. The very 
fact that she had appealed to him for friend- 
ship almost put him at his ease. He was a 
patient man, and he could wait. He felt sure 
of hernow. He believed that it required only 
a little exertion on his part to win her love, and 
patience would accomplish for him what preci- 
pitance would not. Nevertheless, he was not 
a little curious to know what was in store for 
him at the present moment. He wondered 
what had troubled her. He was satisfied that 
it was something serious, or she never would 
have appealed to him. He had not long to 
wait. He was soon to learn the story of her 


life, 


After a careful deliberation, she had resolved 
that he should know allabout her. For some 


time she had known that he loved her—what 
woman cannot tell when a man is in love with 


her—and while she was satisfied that she 


could reciprocate his love with all her soul, she 
felt that he should know her history before he 


had succeeded in keeping him at bay as it were, 


while she was making up her mind what she 


should do. Now, since she fully understood 


| herse)f, since she had encouraged his attentions 


| to some extent, she felt that it was only right 
that he should know al); then if he chose to 

propose to her, well and good. She dreaded to 
think, however, that her confession might 
change his mind, but whatever the result 
might be she was determined to be true tu her- 
self. 


“Dr. Martin,” said she presently, ‘‘I have 

something to tell you. I hardly know how to 

| begin, but you must listen and not interrupt 

me, and you must forgive me if I appear 
egotistical.” 

She paused and pushed her chair a little 
away from the fire. There was a feather fan 
within reach ; she picked it up and held it be- 
fore her face. Martin fingered his mustache, 
looked steadily into the fire and waited in 
silence. 

*“* You have been told,” said she, “‘ that Iam 
anorphan. I have reason to believe that I am 
not. I have reason to believe that my father 
still lives, though where he is I do not know.” 

Martin looked at her with considerable sur- 
prise revealed in his countenance. 

“TI should not know my father if I saw 
him,” she went on from behind her fan, “I 
have never seen him since I can remember.” 

There were several questions which Martin 
thought of asking at this juncture, but he re- 
frained. 

“That is very strange,” was what he said. 

** Yes, it seems so,” she replied, ‘‘ but it is 
easily accounted for.” 

‘*T have no doubt of it,” answered Martin 
quickly. 

*' My father and mother separated when I was 
little more than an infant,” she continued, ina 
tone that was full of sadness, 

Martin's sympathy overcame him. 

‘*Miss Barker,” said he kindly, ‘‘do you 
think it necessary that I should know all this 
now? Isit necessary that you should tell me 
that which makes you sad while relating it ?” 

‘“*T feel that it is necessary,” she replied. 

Martin thought he understood her. 

“Do you think that what you have to tell 
me will lessen my regard for you?” 

They were on delicate ground again. She 
hesitated in her reply. He was looking at her 
keenly, and she raised the fan to her face. 

‘**[—I-—-hope not,” she answered faintly, 

Martin was at her side in an instant. 

** Bertha,” said he earnestly, ‘‘ you shall tell 
me nothing more until you have heard me say 
that I love you. Whatever your story is it 
shall make no difference with me—unless——” 

He turned pale as the thought suggested it- 
self. He straightened himself and stepped 
away from her, 

“My God,” said he in a trembling voice, “I 
had not thought of that. It never occurred to 
me that there might be someone else,” 


His manner and exclamation had frightened 
her. She feared he might make an exception 
that would separate them forever ; but when 
he finished she felt a great relief, although her 
heart wes throbbing wildly. For the moment 
her resolution was forgotten. 

‘* There is no one else,” she murmured, 

Faint as her answer war, it brought him to 
his senses. With a happy face he was again 
at her side. 

‘* Then, Bertha,” said he, “ your story shall 
make no difference with me. I love you with 
all my heart and soul. A while ago you said 


help to you through life. Say that you will be 
my wife, for I love you with all the strength of 
my nature.” 

What a temptation this was to her! But 
she must, she would tell her story before she 
answered him definitely, 

‘Dr, Martin,” said she, *‘ I will be as frank 
with you as you have been with me, but you 
must know my etory first. It is important 


confessed. With Mrs. Horton's assistance she 







patient and listen.” 

** So be it,” said he, as he resumed his seat ; 
‘but if it makes any difference in my love for 
you, then may the love of heaven be as 
different to me.” 

** You should not speak so,” said she. ‘‘ You 
may be justified in changing your regard for 
me,” 

‘* Then heaven would be justified in changing 
toward me. I love you for just what you are 
yourself, and anything you have to tell me of 
your life cannot change me.” 

She was very grateful that he had told her 
this, yet she was determined to accomplish 
what she had undertaken. 

‘*You have been told that I am a niece of 
Colonel Branston-Smith of Cleveland, Ohio,” 
said she. “I am not; I am theirs only by 
adoption. They found meinan Infants’ Home, 
with only a letter and a locket, containing pic- 
tures of my father and mother to identify me. 
All I know of my parents is what this letter 
contains,” 

As she handed him the letter, Martin saw 
that tnere were tears in her eyes. 

** Ah, Bertha,” said he, ‘‘ I cannot bear to see 
you weep. Why do you insist upon telling me 
this?” 

“* Because you have paid me the honor to ask 
me to be your wife, and it is only right that 
you should know who and whatI am before 
you insist upon a definite answer.” 

Deception was not in her nature. 

‘*Bertha,” said he, ‘you do love me; why 
will you not confess it?” 

** You must read the letter first.” 

* You insist upon it?” 

“Te” 

He gave her a look almost of reproach. 

** How little you know me,” said he as he un- 
folded the paper. 

She rose and seating herself at the piano, 
began playing some chords in the minor key, 
which seemed to suggest her feelings. 

The letter ran as follows: 


CLEVELAND, Ohio, March 16, 1872 
My darling: 

I am giving you up to the care of others, for I 
am very ill and must go tothe hospital. If 
God so wills it that I must be taken from you 
for ever, I do not know what your fate may be, 
but I pray that it may be a happier one than 
mine has been and that you will grow to be a 
true woman. The locket contains a picture of 
your father and mother. Your nameis Bertha 
Barker. Your father's name is George Bar- 
rington Barker. My name, before I was mar- 
ried, was Emily Gordon; I am the only child 
of Major John Gordon, a wealthy merchant of 
Cincinnati, Ohio. My father disapproved of 
my marriage and has cast me off. I have run 
away from my husband because I have found 
out that he is addicted to strong drink, and I 
cannot bear the lot of a drunkard’s wife. My 
only hope is to get back to my father; but 1 
am illand can get no farther. God heJp you if 
I should ‘die. I have written to my father 
about you, telling him where you may be found, 
and beseeching him to take care of you. That 
he will heed my request is the one hope of 
your unfortunate MoTHER. 


There were tears in Martin’s eyes when he 
finished the letter. Bertha was still playing 
at the piano. He rose and stepped to her side. 

* Bertha,” said he, a little huskily, ‘‘I have 
read the letter, and I await your answer. Will 
you be my wife?” 

Her happy smile, as she rose and looked up 
at him, made her tears seem like tears of glaa- 
ness. 

“Oh, Richard, do you still mean it?” she 
cried, almost exultantly. 

‘** With all my soul,” 

And what could she do but obey the prompt- 
ings of her heart? As he folded her in his 
arms and kissed her, a tear from his eyes fell 
upon her cheek. She looked up in surprise, 

** Why, Richard, you are crying!” 

‘*T believe Iam, my darling; your mother's 
letter was very pathetic,” 

‘* Why, then you are crying for me. Ah, you 
dear boy, how I shall love you for that.” 

And standing on tip-toe, she wound her arms 
about his neck and kissed him passionately. 

When this amorous demonstration was over, 
and they had recovered sufficiently to again 
make out the objects about them, Martin ob- 
served the locket she wore at herthroat. At 
his request she took it off and handed it to 
him, He opened it, then started in amaze- 
ment. The features of the woman it contained 
were those of the portrait which hung in his 
study. The features of the man seemed fam. 
iliar, but he could not recall them. 


















































































CHAPTER V. 


When Martin got home that night he had 
much to think about. Of all the men in Toron 
to he believed himself thehappiest. Yet there 
was a mystery surrcunding his fiancee which 
gave origin to some rather unpleasant thoughts, 
He was determined to solve this mystery, not 
so much for his own satisfaction as for the 
fact that he had promised Bertha that if her 
parents were still living he would not leavea 
stone unturned until he had found them. He 
had the locket and the letter in his possession, 
and he had learned much from Bertha that 
would serve as a clue. He also remembered 
the story which Prof. Van Zandt had told him, 
and as the two stories compared favorably with 
one another he determined to see the professor 
the next day. He remembered having promised 
to communicate with Van Zandt as soon as he 
had learned anything which might really con- 
cern him, and although he had some com punc- 
tions about discussing his lady love with a man 
of the professor's stamp, he felt now that it 
was a case of necessity. He was disappointed, 
however, upon calling the next day to find that 
Van Zandt had gone out. He left his card 
with arequest to callat the earliest conveni- 
ence, The professor called that afternoon, 
Martin was pleased with hisappearance. The 
marks of dissipation were gone, and there was 
a look about his person which told that he was 
living a better life. He was so expectant as to 
display impatience. Almost the first words he 
uttered upon meeting Martin, were : 

‘You have seen her? You have learned her 
history?” 
Martin was not a little surprised at his eager- 


ness, 


* Yes,” said he. ‘“ But sit dowr, Professor. 


Let us talk it overcalmly.” 
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look at the portrait. 

‘But Tamas impatient as a child to hear 
what you have learned, doctor,” said he, ‘‘ Pray 
do not keep me in suspense,” 

** Very well,” said Martin, as he handed the 
professor a cigar, then lighted one for himself. 
“But first let me ask a question. Do you 
know a man of the name of George Barrington 
Barker?” 

‘*My God,” exclaimed Van Zandt, turning 
white,and dropping the match he was about to 
apply to his cigar. ‘What do you know? 
What have you learned?” 

“** Well, I have learned several things ; one of 
which is that this George Barrington Barker 
is the father of the lady whom that picture re- 
sembles, and who is now my promised wife.” 

*“*What!” cried Van Zandt in amazement. 
**You mean to marry her?” 

“i do.” 

‘* And you will take her from me, now that 
I have found her? You will take away the 
one inducement I have had to live a better life? 
You will——” 

‘““Good heavens, Professor, what do you 
mean?” 

‘*I mean that I am the girl’s father. I mean 
that I am George Barrington Barker.” 

It was some time betore Martin spoke. His 
amazement required careful curbing. During 
the interval Van Zandt calmed down and sat 
with his head in his hands, Martin was the 
first to break the silence. 

‘*Can you prove this?” said he, 

“That will depend upon what you have 
learned from her. Suppose you ask me some 
questione,” 

“Very well. What was your wife’s name?” 

‘*Emily Gordon, Her father was Major John 
Gordon, a merchant of Cincinnati, Ohio, Our 
child’s name was Bertha.” 

‘*Enough. You are the man, and you will 
recognize this locket.” 

As the professor took the trinket he showed 
considerable emotion. 

** Yes,” said he, ‘‘it was my wedding pres- 
ent. It contains her picture and mine.” 

‘** This letter will also be of interest to you,” 
said Martin, handing the one which Bertha 
had intrusted to him. 

On reading it the professor was greatly 
affected. 

“* Ah,” said he, ‘“ what a fool I have been ! 
I might have prevented all this if I had never 
touched my first glass of liquor. That night 
twenty years ago was the only time she ever 
saw me intoxicated, and it drove her from me, 
She fled in terror of the lot of a drunkard’s 
wife. What adamned fool I have been. But, 
doctor, since I made your acquaintance, since 
that night ycu brought me into this room out 

of the cold, and perhaps saved my life, I have 
not touched a drop of anything, and with the 
help of heaven I never shall again.” 

*“*T am glad to hear you say so, and I know 
you will keep your resolution.” 

‘Keep it! Why, doctor, rather than drink 


Continued on Page Fifteen 
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Summer Fancies. 





we can but sigh and murmur 


“Oh, the pity of it! ‘What 
fools these mortals be!’” It 


S WE look abroad these bright days 
upon the results of so much 
headwork, so much thought 
and planning, devoted to the 
one purpose of clothing women, 


Individualities. 











Henry Jones, known to whist players as 
Cavendish, under which nom de plume he is 
the author of several works of authority on 
the popular game, is at present traveling in 
this country. 

C. L. Krissing of Pittsburg, who gave a 
tramp a meal and a dollar or two a year ago, 
has received notice that the tramp has died 









TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 










is unpleasant to chronicle the truth, but it may 
serve as a warning: Out of ten women one 
meets on the street, eight are atrociously 
dressed. Of course the remaining two are 
more distinguished by contrast than simply 
well dressed women ever were before ; but that 
does not enable one to forgive the eight who 
offend the eyes by the inartistic lines of their 
garments or the startling colors with which 
they herald their approach. This condition is 
the more to be deplored because the fabrics at 
our disposal were never more beautiful, nor 
was there ever a time when taste and judg- 
ment combined could produce so harmonious 


session of shortly before his death. 











the ex-Chancellor, after a life of comparative 
retirement has died. The Bismarcks were not 
a titled family; they belonged to the Junkers, 
as the landed gentry of Prussia is known. 


Lord William Paulet, fourth son of the 
fourteenth Marquis of Winchester, who died a 
few days ago in London, was in command of 
the English forces in Canada during the Ameri- 
can civil war. He was a frequent visitor to 
New York, where he was a popular figure in 









and left him $12,000 that he had come into pos- 


Counsellor Von Bismarck, eldest brother of 
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S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


HEN you know a thing 


and admirable a whole. 
* 


With the eyes of the world focussed upon 
her this summer, the American woman cannot 
be too careful in the choice of her garments, 
She should avoid ali startling novelties in cut 
or trimming and outre combinations. If the 
fabric of a gown is very handsome in itself, all 
trimming on the skirt, beyond a pretty finish 
around the bottom, will detract from it. It 
should he cut so as to flare around the bottom, 
slightly in the front and on the sides, and con- 
siderably in the back. The circle flounce has a 
very pretty effect when cut from three to eight 
inches wide ; but wider than this, and especi- 
ally when the depth of the Spanish flounce, it 
is an abomination of abominations, as it ** flip- 
flops” around the feet and ankles in most un- 
graceful fashion, and destroys all symmetry in 
the figure. Wide, stiff, and heavy trimmings, 
as thick ruches of wide riobon, about the knees, 
are also to be avoided. They are ropy and 
awkward in movement, and cut the figure into 
extremely inartistic lines. Black satin is very 
much used for trimming, and gives the needed 
relief to the eye in this carnival of color. One 
of the handsomest street gowns recently seen 
was a basket-cloth in minute checks of old-rose 
and black. There were six narrow folds of 
black satin on the skirt, in groups of two with 
six inches space between the groups; & softly 
folded girdle of satin encircled the waist, there 
were sleeve-puffs, revers, and neck-folds of 

satin, and the cuffs were banded with folds. 
Ruffles of black satin ribbon are much used ; 
and another favorite trimming is many rows 
of inch-wide ribbon put on plain, When the 
rows are graduated they should not be reversed 
in order, with the widest at the top, for this 
distorts the figure and suggests a barrel. 

* 

With the expansion of skirts there is a re- 
vival of the graceful accordion-plaiting. A 
lovely black grenadine gown is thus plaited; 
the selvage runs round the skirt, and is 
lengthened by a wide flounce of sheer, black 
French lace, also plaited, and falling overa 
flounce of the grenadine on the underskirt, 
which is of heliotrope and green surah. The 
corsage and sleeve-puffs are plaited, there are 
wide bretelles of the French lace, and a black 
satin girdle, Charming fancy waists are of ac- 
cordion-plaited black mousseline de soie made 
over fitted linings of bright silk, and worn 
under beaded jackets. A light blue surah tea- 
gown is entirely accordion-plaited. It has two 
overlapping skirts the width of the surah, the 
selvage running around, and long jacket- 
fronts with full trimming of white lace over 
the shoulders and down the fronts. A novel 
skirt is a whole circle cut out of a large square; 
the material used is a transparent shot veiling, 
very wide, and woven especially for it. An 
oval hole is cut in the center for the waist, and 
it is mounted to a belt without a particle of 
fullness ; the silk foundation-skirt is covered 
to the hips with accordion-plaited surah in 
rainbow hues, harmonizing with the outer 
skirt. These were first made for skirt-dancing, 
but they are now being appropriated for even- 


ing gowns, a 


There are a multitude of fascinating addi- 
tions to the toilet-—fichus, collarettes, berthas, 
jackets and girdles—that, chosen with taste, 
add very much to it. A great deal of lace is 
worn, and yards and yards of ribbon. These 
are in greater variety and more beautiful than 
auy seen in recent years. The shaded and rain- 
bow effects of gown fabrics are reproduced in 
them, and while some of the combinations are 
too startling for the artistic sense, many are 
very beautiful, Not bad are white ribbons 
edged with brilliant red and green ; but when 
vivid green shades run into those of pink and 
then change into intense purples, neither the 
beauty of the weave nor the cache/ of fashion 


make it endurable, 
eo 


In the dressy extreme the puffy and fluffy run 
riot. A charming model is shown in a light 
silk that is made with the flaring skirt and 
fitted bodice that seems to be the foundation of 
most of the pretty ideas of the season. The 
skirt is trimmed with silkruffies pinked out at 
the edges and set on in deep scallops. There 
are three rows, each containing three ruffles of 
graduated width, the widest being about six 
or seven inches deep, the narrowest not over 
three ; the very full sleeves have enormous 
draperies of ecru lace, that look about as much 
like window-awnings as anything else, so far 
over do they project and so expansive are they. 
The waist-front closes over in the form of a 
jabot, with double-breasted effect and has a 
waist finish of a belt or loose girdle of the silk 
with ribbons to match. Ribbon alone, some- 
times a velvet collar and velvet ribbon belt, 
are used ; on other dresses the entire material 
is alike. Wide, puffed, fluffy-looking girdles 
are much liked even by stout women, the 
enormous width of shoulder giving the waist a 
symmetrical curve, even though it is much 


larger than recent fashions have allowed. 
La Mope, 





Not a Favorable Occasion. 
Missionary—I have come, my benighted 
brother, to lead your people to a better life. 
Native—Got no time now. King taking 
amateur photographs, queen trying on crino- 
line, and people all learning to ride bicycles, 
Better try the next village. 












the world of fashion. 


Duke Carl Theodor of Bavaria now has three 
hospitals in active service for persons suffering 
from diseases of the eye. One is at Meran, 
another at Munich, and athird at Tegernsee. 
At this last he passes most of histime. Poor 
patients are treated without cost, and all pay- 
ments by those who can afford to make them 
are employed for the good of the poor of the 
district. Theduke isa generalin the Bava- 
rian army, and isthe brother of the Empress 
of Austria. In 1874 he married as his second 
wife the Princess Maria Josepha of Braganza, 
who assists him in his charitable work. 


It was Miss Ida Hewitt, the daughter of 
R'chard Hewitt, of Cairo, West Virginia, that 
ran the first train over the World’s Fair 
grounds on the opening day at the Exhibition. 
She is probably the only woman engineer in 
the world, and follows her profession from 
choice, since her father is a man of wealth. 
Her answer to the request of the Brotherhood 
of Locomotive Engineers that she should join 
their body was that though she could not be a 
brother, she would at least be a sister to them. 
Her costume on her first *‘ run” at the World’s 
Fair was that of a Spanish girl of the four- 
teenth century. 


Sir James Anderson, who has just died in 
London, commanded the monster ship, Great 
Eastern, which was employed by Cyrus Field 
in his third and successful attempt to lay the 
Atlantic cable. For his important services in 
this great work he received the honor of 
knighthood at the hand of the Queen. Sir 
James had been foremost in establishing cable 
communication between England and all parts 
of the world. He was one of the first authori- 
ties on cable matters, and was actively con- 
nected with nearly every cable company of 
importance throughout the world. He intro- 
duced the American stock ticker into England. 


During old colonial days, Maria Lee, a 
negress, kept a sailors’ boarding-house in Bos- 
ton. She was a woman of gigantic size and 
prodigious strength, and was of great assist- 






























you know it. 







at this store. 


27-inch Japan Silk, black and colored, 50). 
Shot Surah Silk 40:,, were 602. 
22-inch Colored Surahs 40). 
Black Satin Merv, 350. 
Black Silk Plaids, 650., were $1. 
45-inch Henrlettas, new colors, 324° , were 450. 
Serges, navy and black, 25°., were 430. 
Black Dagmar Parasols, 350. 
A handsome Parasol $1 
42-inch Pillow Cotton, 124». 
5-8 Table Napking, 650. duzen. 
Ohild’s Spring Heel Tan Oxtords, 802. 
Ladies’ Oxford Shoes, tan, 90». 
Ladies’ Hand-turned Oxfords, $1.25 
red Dress Muslins, 15. 
A Crompton Corset, white, 452., were $1 
Muslin Aprons, 25>., were 60>. 
Fancy Ribbed Hose, Lisle, full fashioned, seamless, 20). 
Pretty Capes $2, were $4. 
Three-ply Capes, cord edge, $3 50 were $5 
Fawn Capes, shot stik hoods, $2 25, were $3 25 
Ladies’ Hate, stylish, newest colors, 40c., were 75). 
Ohildren’s Muslin Hats. 
White Lawn Blouses, tucks and frill, 65> 
Blouses, white lawn taimmed with colored embroidery, 952 
Blouses, Bengaline Silk, $1 50. 
Lovely Delaines, all wool, 20>. 
Black Ground Delaines. 


he way out-of town residents 
secure advantage of the store's 
bargains is through the mail order 
system. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen | Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 


Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 
Street Weet. 


Important to Ladies | 


For the latest styles in Mantles and Costumes visit the 
establishment of 


R. WOLFE 


LADIES’ TAILOR 
Fancy Capes 




























































































ance to the authorities in keeping the peace, ® 

as the entire lawless element of that locality Pelerins 

stood in awe of her. Whenever an unusually Blazers, Etc. 
troublesome person was to be taken to the HALF PRICE 


station house, the services of Black Maria, as 
she was called, were likely to be required. It 
is said that she took at one time, and without 
assistance, three riotous sailors to the lock-up. 
So frequently was her help required that the 
expression, ‘Send for Black Maria,” came 
to mean, ‘‘ Take the disorderly person to jail.” 
It is easy to see how the name became fixed to 
the means of transportation. 


The nomination of Mr. John Ruskin to be 
poet laureate of England, recalls the sensa- 
tional suit for libel brought by the painter 
Whistler against the famousart critic. The suit 
grew out of Mr. Ruskin’s characteristic com- 
ment on Whistler's absurd picture, A Nocturne 
in Black and Gold. The painter asked for 
damages to the amount of £1,000, but the court 
awarded him only a farthing. The signal 
honor put upon Mr. Ruskin came as a tremend- 
ous surprise to the world of arts and letters in 
England. It is the general belief that ad- 
vanced age had long ago made such sad havoc 
with Mr. Ruskin's faculties that he was dan- 
gerously near complete insanity. Ruskin’s life 
has not been a particularly happy one. A 
great grief came to him through bis friend 
Millais, whom Ruskin, more than anyone else 
in the world, brought into fame. Millais ex- 
cited in Ruskin's wife a love so great that she 
secured adivorce from her husband and was 
subsequently united to the painter whom 
Ruskin had given a reputation, 


Society has lost one of its most notable orna- 
ments by the death of Maria, Marchioness of 
Ailesbury ; indeed, there are many circles 
which for a long time will find it difficult to 
realize that one of the brightest, kindliest 
spirits they have ever known is no longer with 
them. ‘Lady A.,” as she was familiarly 
called, just as Mr, Gladstone is known as “‘ Mr, 
G.,” never seemed to grow really old, though 
she was born in the same year as the Prime 
Minister. She resembled that illustrious man 
in several ways, especially in the extraordinary 
accuracy of her memory. Nobody told stories 
with a more perfect appreciation not only of 
the point but of the minutest details. It was 
the pleasant custom among her friends to allot 
to her at a dinner party the youngest man of 
the company as her cavalier, and there is pro- 







SUITS TO ORDER 


Complete, wide Skirt with Eton Jacket or Baeque, in 
Ladies’ Cloth or Serge, $16 Fit guaranteed. 


Do not forget addrese— 


R WOLFE, 117 Yonge Street 


Batween Arcade and Adelaide Street. 


MiSs MILLS, Dressmaking Parlors, 
Dominion Bank Buildings, 
Corner College Street and Spadina Avenue, Toronto. 


BARBOU R’S 
Linen 


Threads 


UNEQUALLED FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 


LADIES 


Our Oxford Shoes take the first place. It is admitted 
by all that our low shoes are prettier shaped, more durable 
and lower in price than those of any 
other make. 





















































































THE 


J.D. KING CO., Ltd. 
79 King St. East. 





Are You in Need 


Of a pair of easy shoes for the summer? 


Tan Shoes, Black Shoes 
Blucher cut, Piccadilly toe, all the latest 
styles and shades, perfect fit and mod- 
erate prices, to be had at 


H. & C. BLACHFORD'S 


Importers and Dealers in the 
Finest Footwear. 










bably many a young man who is confessing to Gree aus 

himself that the dinner-table can never sparkle Toronte 

as it was woot todo now “Lady A.” is gone. 

Almost to the last this indefatigable veteran WALLAC E’S 
traveled everywhere, and never missed a social 


** function” which would be incomplete without 
her vivacity and kindly humor. Lady Ailes- 
bury was the youngest daughter of the Hon. 
Charlies Tollemache, of Harrington, North- 
amptonshire, and she was the second wife of 
the first Marquis of Ailesbury, who died in 
1856, 


FOR 


Lawn Tennis and Bicycle Shoes 


All the newest oe in Boote and Shoes. I make a 
epecialty of 1, 1} and 2 in White, Tan and Black Oxfords. 
Note the address— 


Between Star and News Offices 
110 YONGE STREET 


—- PROF. DAVIDSON 


The well-known Chirepedist 
has returned from hie trip. Those 
who are suffering from Corns, 
Buolone and Ingrowing Toe Nails 
will fod bim at hie 

Residence, 251 Jarvis Street 





Up To Date. 

Kditor—Here you speak of the gold-green 
morning twilight being suddenly bathed and 
glorified in a flood of violet sunrise. What do 
you mean by such stuff as that? 

Author—Just what I say. That kind of 
thing is wildly popular with our latter-day 
painters, and it ought to go like a summer 
breese in literature, 













There’s the 
success of building sale bargains 










LADIES’ TAILORING 
R. SCORE & SON 


Have received some fresh importations, consist- 
ing of Costume and Jacket cloths, in very smart 
goods, 

















A visit to the Salon will be convincing. 


77 Kinc Street WEst. 





MODERATE PRICES, 

















































TELEPHONE 1289 


lisses E.& H.Johnston 


, MODES 
122 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE 




















LOOKING BACKWARD IN HOOKS, AND EYES 
ANCIENT DEVICES + MODERN. 


THREAD LOOPS ETc, 
Berore Use , AFTER 


Well informed ladies are now free to admit 


& PERFECTION. 
that our Hooks and E - 
est article of the kind. hee yaseaneapimamimaaaa 


Francis Patent Loop Hooks and Byes =Fiisss-"ss.x 
MILLINERY AND DRESWAKING! MISS PATON 


Having leased the premises recently occupied by the | /*20¥ Prepared to offer her friends and patrons artistic, 




















ctirely new mock, compris allt lte igne le” | FuslonsleDrewrak ig Fs Dre ob 
Parisian and American Pattern Hats 33 to 43 King Street East. 
and Bonnets 
The Dressmaking Department under my own supervision. Os 
MISS M. A. ARMSTRONG — 
41 King St. West, Toronto 66 INE 0 DALLED 99 
When You Buy a Corset 
Get one that will make you and your dress fit IS THE VERDIOT 
each other as they ought to and as they will 
if you get the —_ corset. The ‘‘ Judio” is or 
chine world othe ether an the pe = = All Those Who Have Used the 
ng” corset. To only ug’ 
Mrs. THORNHILL|> TL ANDARD 
3743 Yonge St., Toronto DRESS BON ES 
The steel! is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
M HOLL AN D metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
1SS in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
lied in, 
112 YONGE STREET, lGneuumaneae °°’ "™ 
(2 Dours South of Adelaide Street.) Ask for Th em 
On and after MONDAY, MARCH 20, They are the Best 
‘ : SOLD BY 
I wil be prepared to or * | seme Lacie titans Oterenace 
Choice and Well Selected Stock Throughout the Dominion 
of MILLINERY, to which all 
tps i PEMBER’S HAIR STORE 
ladies are cordially invited. iat ones Gereet 
_ ne (4 Doors south of Arcade) "3 
. Ladies, our stock in artistis 
Miss Paynter sn a a 
Is now prepared to offer her friends and patrons the 
LATEST NOVELTIES 


Bangs of natural curled hair are 

admired by every lady who has 

seen them. Long hair Switches, 

Waves, Wigs and Toupees made 
a only first quality finest out 
sir. 

Hair ornaments in latest de- 
signs (just imported) Ladies 
are cordially invited to inspect 
our stock. 

Our Ladies’ Hair - dressing 
Rooms are complete in every par- 
ticular, and ladies who visit them 
will receive the prompt attention 
of skilful artists, at 

PEMBER’S 


Tel. 2275 127 Wonge St. 


Miss M. P. BUCKSEY ARMAND’s HAIR & PERFUMERY STORE 


i isti S ci y € Streets, Toronto 
Gieperir and Artistic Dressmaking 441 Yonge “aj 8 
At Reasonable Charges 


147 Church Street metrepeinan church 


ARTISTIC : DRESSMAKING 
Mrs. J. P. KELLOGG, 16 Grenville St. 


Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
a Specialty 
High olase costuming after French and American | 
measurements. 


HAIR GOODS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN REQUIRING | 


WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS | 
WAVES, SWITCHES, &e. 


Should inspect our stock. The very latest styles in stock . 
or made to order. F jor and fashionable Hair Goods, Sommer 
Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors always open. Only fret | pinvy ang Fringes, light aod elegant, Long Hair Switches, 
olage artiste employed. H Coverings, Bandeaux, Waves, Wigs. Fashionable 
Hair ornaments of all kinds. Prices low. Hair Dressings for Weddings, Parties, etc. Ladies’ hair 
Trimmed, Singed and Shampooed. Hair specially treated 


4 , efter illness, fevers, etc High-class French Perfumes and 
R E N W E N D SS Soaps and Toilette Articles. Our Manicure parior is 2 
every day from 9 = 3» = Re 25 
‘8, 769. otments made. . 2 
103 & 105 Yonge Street, Toronto - ee, oe aimee aninane & OO. 
Send for illustrated catalogues. 


Artistic and Fashionable Millinery 


At her Millinery and Dressmaking Parlors 


3 KING STREET EAST 


(Over Ellis’ Jewelry) 











441 Yonge, cor. Carlton Street 
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‘Milligan of Bromley House, pale blue, 








TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. June 3, 1898 








Social and Personal. 


Their Excellencies the Governor-General and 
Countess of Derby will be in Toronto on Wed- 
nesday next, June 7ch, and will hold their re- 
ception at Governrhent House between four 
and half-past six o’clock. For all those who 
desire to call and pay their respects and say 
good bye, this will be the last time their ex- 
cellencies will be in Toronto before their depar- 
ture for England. 





7 
The ball given by the officers of the Royal 
Grenadiers on Thursday evening of last week 
was, so far as could be assured by an energetic 
and painstaking committee, a signal success. 
The Pavilion was prettily decorated in a novel 
style, Bandmaster Waldron furnished accept- 
able music and Webb served a delicious supper 
on small coterie tables under the north gallery. 
The evening was rather chilly and the air was 
too cool for any but persistent dancers. Many 
of the best people were present. At half-past 
nine the guard of honor of the Grenadiers 
formed in line to receive the Lieut.-Governor 
and Mra, Kirkpatrick, who were accompanied 
by Mr. Arthur and Miss Kirkpatrick. The 
fine figure of His Excellency was well set 
off by his colone’’s uniform, and he lcoked 
all that was dignified and soldierly. Mrs. 
Kirkpatrick wore a delicately tinted toilette 
de bal, handsomely trimmed. Among the 
guests who danced the hours away were a 
number of strangers who had come to town for 
race week. Conspicuous for elegance of 
costume were : Mrs. Hendrie of Hamilton, in 
white satin, white brocade and rare lace; the 
Misses Hendrie, who were also in white, Miss 
Tena wearing a lovely accordion pleated frock 
of silk crepon, which was extremely simple 
and stylish ; Miss Kegan, who was with Com- 
mander and Mrs. Law, was handsomely 
gowned in heliotrope silk and velvet; Mrs. 
Eddy of Saginaw, the guest of Mrs, Edward 
Cox, was also very elegantly attired. Mrs. 
Cox wore a gown of flame red striped chiffon, 
with a touch of scarlet in her coiffure. 
There were three ladies who chose black toil- 
ettes, and who were decidedly happy in their 
departure from the everlasting creams, greens 
and heliotropes. They were Mrs. James Crow- 
ther, who wore a delightful little gown of 
black satin and full berthe of biack lace, with 
deep red carnations ; Miss Ada Arthurs, whose 
blonde hair and creamy skin looked fairer than 
ever in contrast with her deep black satin 
gown ; and pretty, fair-haired Miss Riordan, 
who was much admired in the same sombre 
garb; Miss Bunting was bright and bonnie in 
a light striped silk; Miss May Walker was in 
striped silk with velvet sleeves ; Mrs, Riordan 
wore a striped satin; Mrs. Hume Brown, 
sunflower yellow silk and jet: Miss Drayton, 
pink silk ; Mrs. Dawson wore a handsome gold 
colored gown and black velvet trimmings; 
Mrs. Cosby wore white silk and green and gold 
trimmings; Mrs. Meifort Boulton, a lovely 
faint blue and buttercup brocade, with butter- 
cup trimmings; Mrs. Nordheimer of Glenedyth 
was beautifully gowned in sage green velvet. 
The various uniforms of the different city corps 
lent variety and brightness to the scene. Mr. 
Attorney-General Masujima of Tokio was a 
noticeable figure in his Japanese skirts of 
black and white silk, with kimono of black. 
He came with Colonel and Mrs. G. T. Denison. 
Among others present were : Commander, Mrs. 
and Miss Law, Colonel Davidson, Major Cosby 
and Captain McGilvary in Kiltie uniform ; 
Messrs. Hendrie of Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs. 
Walter Andrews, Mr. and Mrs. A, W. Croil, 
Captain and Mrs. J. D. Hay, Mr. and Mrs. 
Alexander Allen of Montreal, Mr. Colin Camp- 
bell, Mr. R. S. Wiliiams of Goderich, Mr. 
Gault of Montreal, Mr. C. B. DuMoulin, Capt. 
and Mrs. Miles, Mr. and Miss Lucas, Mr. and 
Mrs. Bosworth, Mr. Gordon Heward, Mias 
McInnes of Hamilton, Major Smith of London, 
Col. and Mrs. Towers, Messrs. H. V. Rowe, 
C. S. Smith, I. Small, S3agram, Dr. and Mrs. 
Pyne, Mr. and Mrs. Fred Macqueen, Signor 
Pier Dzelasco, Mrs. Griflia of Ottawa and the 
Misses Montgomery. 


The latter days of the race week were equally 
distinguished by a stylish and numerous at 
tendance at the Woodbine, and many new and 
beautiful costumes were worn. The unfortu- 
nate accident to the drag, which resulted in 
the temporary injury of some of our popular 
society and sporting men, was an unpleasant 
episode, but the gentlem2n who suffered there- 


by are all doing well. Mr. John Davidson will 
be confined to the house for some time. I 
remarked on the members’ stand: Mrs, J. K. 


Kerr, who wore a gown of gray and cream lace 
and leghorn hat trimmed with black lace and 
tips; Mrs. S. Nordheimer’s dress was a black 
fl »wered brocade, with bonnet of gray, trimmed 
with pink roses; Miss Homer D’‘xon, pale 
biue and white striped silk, and white hat 
trimmed with blve and pale green; Miss 


with bonnet of forget-me-nots; Mrs. Frank 
Arnoldi, pile green and pink gown with 
bonnet to match; Mee. Caris. Buines’ 
dress was of pale green ; Miss Hodgins wore a 
fawn cloth trimmed with gold braid, hat of 
fawn straw with pink roses; Miss Langmuir 
looked lovely in light brown cloth with yellow 
silk vest ; Mrs. Grace, in a fawn cloth trimmed 
with brown leather, large leghorn hat with 
pink roses ; Mrs. Thomas Tait, cream and lace 
costume; Mrs, (Dr.) Ryersovw, pale gray 
trimmed with ostrich feathers, large black 
chip hat ; Miss Ethel Reed looked sweet in 
cream and green with hat of cream trimmed 
with tips. 


The members of the Cheltenham Lodge, S. 
O, E., held their first meeting since its inaugu 
ration on Tuesday evening, May 23. It was a 
little after eight o’clock when the W. P., Bro. 
Clatworthy called the lodge to order, and at 
that time about thirty of the members were 
present, iucluding a majority of the officers, 
Fraternal visits were paid to ihe lodge by the 
officers and mem»ers of Birmingham and 
Richmond Lodges as well as by Bros. Barker, 
Skippon, Pasching, Webster and Aldridge, all 
of whom hold high office in the Order. Eight 
new members were initiated and a good deal 
of routine work was transacted during the 
evening. A hearty vote of thanks was accorded 
to the visiting brethren by a standing vote and 
apeeches of a very kindly nature were made by 
several of them, each one wishing prosperity 
and success to the new lodge. After the busi- 



















































and a popular and pretty lady, and a young 
banker and a much admired visitor to Toronto. 


from a fractured arm, is able to be abo ut again. 
Mr. Haas is at present visiting his relatives in 
Alsace, France. 





































































ness of the evening had been concluded re- 
freshments were served and a pleasant hour 
was spent in speech and song. 
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PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


NOVELTIES 


FOR MORNING WEAR—4 button dressed 
and undressed Kid Gloves with colored 
stitchings. 

4 and 6 button Chamois Gloves. 


FOR AFTERNOON WEAR—6 button un- 
dressed Kid in Black, Green, Goblin, 
Old Rose, Tan and Mode. 


4 button undressed Kid with fancy 
welts and stitchings. 


R.&6. CORSETS’ P.&D. 
MILLINERY AND DRESSMAKING 


We make a special study of Wedding Trous- 
seaux. Our designs for Brides and Brides- 
maids’ dresses are simply charming. 


WM STITT & CO. 


11 and 13 King Street East. 


Society 
Weddings 


FOR PRESENTS: 


* 

Mr. Masujima left on Saturday for Port 
Hope, where he will visit Rev. Mr, L'oyd, 
principal of Port Hope college, and who was at 
one time a missionary in Japan. 

* 


An impromptu dance was given by Mrs. G. 
Allen Arthurs last week in honor of her 
guests, the Misses Miller. A very charming 
evening was spent by those present, 


Miss Hugel has b3en spending some weeks 
with Mrs. Alexander Cameron. Miss Hugel 
and her sister are now the guests of Mrs, 


Nordheimer of Glenedyth. 
re . Now that the month of roses is upon us, 


summer sports and pastimes will usurp the 
dance, the dinner and the crowded reception 
of the sterner season. Pretty mniiens of mus- 
cular excellence are looking up their tennis 
racquets, shoes, and easy-fitting costumes ; 
little streaks of sunburn are shading pretty 
necks, and dreams of moonlight paddles on the 
bay, afternoons at the Humber, the dolce far 
niente of Island life, and the neglige of the 
summer cottage are anticipated with a 
pleasure on’y to bs enjoyed by the 
tired society women who have danced hundreds 
of miles and stood about chatting for untold 
hours during winter social events. Among 
our summer ‘“exodusters” will be many of 
the best known of the merrymakers of the 
past winter. The convenient Island will take 
a goodly number—some are already on the 
move—Long Branch and Lorne Park, with 
their good boat service and pretty summer 
cottages, will be more than ever popular. Vic- 
toria Park will also rob the city of some nice 
people. Numberless parties are being made up 
for Chicago and a few for Europe. Everything 
points to a lively season in the way of travel. 
And we who stay at home will have soms de- 
lightful days at the various tennis courts and 
popping in at the informal five o’clocker, when 
the samovar is removed to the veranda or 
the lawn and dear little files and other 
winged creatures commit suicide in the 
steaming and fragrant tea. The cyclists 
will perform great and extended pil- 
grimages; those pretty maiden, over at 
the Island will row and paddle to their hearts’ 
content ; those other pretty ladies, who have 
dashed past us lately on thorough-bred horses, 
will lounge in the seductive hammock or flit 
about the balconies of the Yacht Club and 
Argonant Club houses. The steam launch will 
carry its merry party, or the great big boats 
will bear the men and maids to Niagara. 
Talking of boats, it is on the tapis that 


A reception was given by Mrs. (Sheriff) Jarvis 
last Tuesday evening for Mr. Arrowsmith of 
England, who is now visiting Toronto in con- 
nection with the seaside missions of East- 
bourne, England, 


Captain and Mrs. Greville Harston have left 
their residence on Dovercourt road and are 
now residing at 203 McCaul street.” Mrs. Grev- 
ille Harston will be At Home to her friends on 
the first and third Wednesdays in the month. + 
; Mr. and Mrs. Garvin and family will go “to 


Lieut.-Col. and Mrs. Bacon, Colonel and Mrs, the telaad nent week, : 


Toller, Mrs. Marler and Miss Bancroft, of 
Ottawa, were the guests of Mrs. Grace, of 
Madison avenue, for race week. 





Mrs. Kirkpatrick received a pleasant party 
of callers on Wednesday afternoon, 


Mrs. Baldwin, of Carlton street, gave her 
parlors up to the young ladies of St. Paul's 
workers on Thursday evening for a musical 
and literary evening, which was much enjoyed 
by many guests, 


Mr. and Mrs. James Crowther are leaving 
this week for a ten days’ visit to the World's 
Fair. They will be the guests of Mr. and Mrs, 
Montgomery in Chicago. 
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On Saturday of last week Miss Newbatt of 
Adelaide street gave a walking party through 
High Park, followed by high tea and dancing. 
Those who were present were}: Major and Mrs. 
Leigh, Misses Oldright, Dob‘'e, Ida Milligan, 
alin, and the Misses Stammers; Messrs, 
Rudge, Grote, King, Palin, Macmahon, Tre- 
maine, and J. Macdonnell. Notwithstanding 
the dullness of the weather a most enjoyable 
time was spent. 


The theatrical entertainment and dance 
given by the Toronto Theatrical Club on Tues- 
day evening at Dawe’s Hall was inevery way a 
marked success. The different members of the 
cast presented Among the Breakers in a most 
finished and clever way. Miss Lauretta Bowes 
was a weird and dramatic Mother Carey; 
pretty Miss Lingham, a Belleville lady, was a 
very sweet Bessie. The other parts were full 
of interest and played well. Of the gentlemen, 
Mr, Hulme, as the Darkie yacht steward, was 
generally voted the best, though the news- 
paper man of Mr. Claude Norrie was excellent, 
and Messrs. Ashworth and Dr. Moore also did 
their parts justice. After the play, which was 
under the supervision of Mr. Gerald Donald- 
son, the seats were quickly cleared from the 
body of the hall and a very pleasant dance con- 
cluded the evening's amusement. Among the 
many pretty ladies present I noticed: Miss 
Tomlinson, in cream brocade with green velvet 
sleeves; Miss Van Etten and Miss Kennedy 
of Winnipeg, the former in a b‘ue and white 
striped silk, the latter in pure white; Miss 
Grace Morrison, in a pretty dress with 
pale p'nk satin sleeves; Miss McKenzie, 
in eau de Nile, with yellow brocade 


o 
Mrs. Frank S‘ub»s of Cariton street and Mrs. 
Thomas Holtby, of Brampton, left last, week 
for Chicago to attend the World’s Fair. 





Rev. T. C. Street Macklem and Mrs. Macklem 
are at Chicago for a visit to the World’s Fair. 


Mrs, Caarles McGill of Peterboro, who is visit- 
ingin the city, accompanied Mr. and Mrs. T, J. 
MacIntyre at the races on May 24. 


Dr. Charles A. Temple, late resident physi- 
cian at the Toronto General Hospital and for 
some time Surgeon of the Empress of India 
steamer which runs between British C »lumbia, 
China and Japan, has opened an office at 315 
Spadina avenue. Dr. Temple is well known in 
Toronto and isa son of De. J. A. Temple of 


Doulton 
Royal Worcester 
and Crown Derby Vases 






























Simcoe street. 


California and Mexico. 


turned from New Smyrna, Florida, where thay 


spent a most pleasant winter. 
* 


Mr, and Mrs. A. G. Sargison of Victoria, B.C., 


manager of the Colonist, the oldest and most 
influential daily in British Columbia. 


Mr. W. Wallace Bruce of the Ontario Bank, 
Kingston, was in the city for a few days this 
week. His many friends in town will be 
pleased to know that he has quite recovered 
from his recent illness and returns to the bank 


this week. 
. 


A cable message was received on May 27 tell- 
ing of the sudden death in London, England, 
of James M. Pearce of 226 Beverley street. 
Mr. Pearce was for over twenty-five years con- 
nected with the firm of Evans & Sons. Pre- 
vious to that he lived in Virginia City, the 
sunny South. He foughtin the American war 
batween the North and South, as captain in his 
regiment, in favor of slavery. After the war 
was over he returned to England and engaged 
himself with the above firm. He was one of the 
founders of the Humane Society, a director of 
the Industrial Exhibition, and a member of the 
Canadian Institute. Mr. Pearce at the time of 
his death was visiting his sister in the hope of 
regaining his health. He leaves a widow to 
mourn his sudden decease, 

Miss Kegan, who recently returned from 
England, is visiting Mrs, Law, 504 Sherbourne 
street. 


Mr. George Bruenech has returned from a 
lengthened visit to the United States. He 
will remain for several weeks in Toronto. The 
Hon. G. W. Allan selected Mr. Bruenech’s 
painting of a Norwegian fliord as his choice on 
the prize coupon which he secured at the last 
exhibition. Tais picture, by the way, was re- 
fused by the World’s Fair Selection Committee, 
but returned to earn for the clever artist the 
honor among art critics in his own city which 
it undoubtedly merited. 

e 

Dr. John S. King has moved from Sherbourne 
street to a very handsome suite of offi:es in the 
Oddfellows’ building, corner of Yonge and Col- 


lege streets. 2 


I notice that among those who attended the 
drawing-room held at Buckingham Palace on 
May 16, were: Mrs. S. H. Janes, Miss Janes 


and Miss Louie Janes of Benvenuto, Toronto. 
= 


Mr. and Mrs, Albert Stovel have removed 
from 61 Rose avenue and taken up house at 20 
Sylvan avenue, just east of Dufferin street. 

« 


Mr., Mrs. and the Misses King-Dodds were 
in Hamilton this week for the races, 


Mrs. Oliphant of Simcoe street, who has 
b3en visiting friends in Buffalo, New York 
and Philadelphia for the past two months, re- 


turned home last week. 
* 


Miss Alice Gifford has gone to Ireland for an 
extended visit. 


Mr. Crampton, civil engineer, from India, is 
making many friends in Toronto. Mr. Cramp 
ton is at the Arlington Hotel. 


Mrs. Harry Grantham is on a visit to friends 
in Chicago. 


A party of ladies who went to the races on 
Saturday in the parlor car of the T. S. Rail- 
way comprised : Mesdames McKenzie, Grace, 
Bacon, J. E. Thompson, Toller, and Miss Ban- 


croft, 
* 


Miss Stewart of Hamilton is visiting friends 


in Toronte. 
. 


Mra. Stephen Haas, who has been suffering 


Mr. and Mrs. William H. Wilson of London, 
England, are visiting Mrs. Wilson’s mother, 
Mrs. D. H. Smith of Alexander street. Mr. 
and Mrs, Wilson are on their way to Southern 


Dr. and Mrs, W. Stewart Philp recently re- 


are visiting Toronto. Mr. Sargison is business 





































the officers of the caravels from Spain 
(which are now making their way west 
from Quebec to this city and will be in 
harbor here before long) are to be entertained 
by the Royal Canadian Yacht Club in some 
appropriate manner. These curious vessels 
and their foreign and interesting officers and 
crews ought to give a flavor to our enjoy- 
ment of a part of the merry month of roses, 


berthe; Mrs. A. W. Croil was sweetly 
gowned in canary brocade and black velvet; 
Miss Milligan wore heliotrope crepe; Miss 
Yda Milligan was in white; Miss Tillie Corby 
of Belleville was in yellow satin, her sister, 
Miss Helen, wore a pretty white dress. Two 
more pretty ladies in white were Miss Ling- 
ham and Miss May Hughes. Miss Maud Pear- 
son wore a dainty combination of pink and 
gray which was much admired; Miss Amy 
Laing vvas in pure white; Miss Wilson of the 
Presbyterian College wore a white silk gown, 
with lace and pink roses; Miss Gibson, white 
silk and pink sleeves; Miss Hannaford looked 
well in black satin and canary ribbons, 
with Mareschal Neil ro3es ; Miss Phila McLean 























































‘Elite’? Limoges 
Fish, Game 
and Berry Sets 





IN LARGE AND NEW VARIETY 
. THE 


- 


Mr. and Mrs, Allen B, Aylesworth leave for 


sais wove“ DANTE CHIN RTHECA 


Mr. H. P. Davies and Miss Emily Davies go 
to England shortly. Cor. Yonge and Adelaide Streets 


Mr., Mrs. and Master Harry Bourlier have 





wore robin egg blue, with white lace; Miss N Cae f f white French Chi 
Daisy Ince looked well in white with scarlet | been on a very pleasant visit to the World’s aie ed i Ey ee Sane eee eee 
flowers and ribbons; Miss Chrissie Steen | Fair. si dysennss 

wore rose pink silk with jgreen sleeves, be 

Mrs. Crowley was gowned in yellow satin and ar Mnexy Fetlots will summer. ah LATE STYLES fooladed’ TE 
chiffon, and looked charming; Miss Mills of . * this season. SPECIALTIE3—€275 Tan, Blucher, Oxford 


Ties and Tan Boots. 
AMERICAN SHOE STORE 
L. A. STACKHOUSE 


124 King #t. West (opposite the Rossin House). 


Guelph also looked well ; Miss Chaplin of St. 
Catharines wore a much admired gown of 
cream silk with green bands and looked very 
elegant and handsome ; Fraulein Hoffman was 
gowned in black velvet and jet, her niece, 
Fraulein Moser, wore white silk and lace; 
Miss McKenzie was blonde and beautiful in 
salmon pink silk ; Mrs. Huycke Garratt wore 
green velvet with rich viewx rose and gold 
passementerie ; Mrs. W. Goulding wore black 
silk ; Miss Ethel Gray wasina pretty cream 
gown; Mrs. Stephen Haas was in white and 
gold ; Mrs, Allen Aylesworth wore a black and 
white costume with lace ; Miss Farby of Port 
Hope was a smart little figure in black and 
cerise ; Miss Nellie Steen wasin eau de Nile 
silk and pink chiffon ; Miss McConnell looked 
well in pink silk; Miss Long wore white 
and gold. 


The engagement of Miss Belle Hornibrook 


and Mr. Lount, Q.C., is announced. 
7 


An engagement is announced between Mr. 
Arthur Kirkpatrick of Government House and 
Miss Dennistoun of Peterborough. 


\ \ y © 

7. 

The Granite Curling Club will hold a smok- edd I ng 
ing concert in the skating rink, Church street, G ift 


on Friday evening, June 9. 
We have received a va- 


* 
The wide circle of gentlemen who have been 

riety of useful and ornamen- 
tal articles in 


so fortunate as to have been on Mr. Sp2aker 
Ballantyne’s list, will doubly regret the pro- 
te 
Sterling 
© 
Silver 


rogation of the Legislature and the departure 
SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS 





for a season of the most generous and kindly 
host, who has, of recent years at least, 
presided over the Provincial Parliament. 
Larze of stature and big of brain and heart, 
Mr. Speaker has been as great a social acquisi- 
tion in his handsome chambers as Lieut-Gov- 
ernor and Mrs. Kirkpatrick have been in Gov- 
ernment House. It is indeed a popular com- 
bination. 


- 

The Victoria Lawn Tennis Club will be At 
Home to their friends on Friday afternoons 
during the season opening on June 9, On 
Saturday, June 10, there will be a match with 
the Brantford Lawn Tennis Club, ‘rhe events 
will include ladies’ singles and mixed doubles, 
and the match will therefore be more than 
usually interesting. The Victoria’s friends 
will have an opportunity of witnessing the 
graceful play of Mrs. Harry Whitehead, whose 
sterling game won the Victoria tournament 
last year, and who will be one of the fair re- 
presentatives from the pretty city on the river, 

* 

Mr. A. H. Marsh, Q.C., will shortly make a 

trip to Japan. 


Mr, Alex, K. Drake sails from New York to- 
day or the Campana for Europs. 

Tae engagement is announced of Miss Kath- 
leen Kendrick Smith of Sherbrooke, Que., to 
Mr. John Arthur Murtland of Pittsburg, Pa. 
The marriage will take place on June 6, at St. 
Thomas's church, Toronto. , 

Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Wood of 70 Spadina road The J. E. EI I IS Co. 
have returned from an extended trip to Bermu- LIMITED 
da and the West Indies, 


Garden Tools... 


Lawn Mowers and Rollers 


Our stock will well repay 
inspection. 


* 

The Little Maids’ Club, which has for five years 
entirely supported a cot in the Infants’ Home, 
intend holding their annual At Home to-day, 
There will be a sale of work done by the Little 
Maids during the year, also refreshments and 
high tea will be served, between the hours of 
4 and 8 p.in., at 52 St. Alban street. 


Messrs. W. A. Cameron and W. Bryden leave 


for Eogland next week. 
* 


Mr, Frank Deane’s piano recital took place 
on Thursday evening. I hope to make further 
mention of the event next week. 


The Toronto College of Music gave a pleas- 
ant soiree musicale on Thursiay evening, at 
which a number of lady students assisted. 

a 

Mrs. Kirkpatrick has issued a letter from 
Government House to the wives of the mayors 
throughout the province, in which it is stated 
that a wedding present from the women of 
Canada to the Princess May of Teck, on the 
occasion of her marriage to H. R. H., the Duke 
of York, is proposed. It further requests 
these ladies to take an interest in the move. 
ment, and forward all subscriptions to Mrs. 
Kirkpatrick not later than June 15, 


Mr. R. S., Williams and Miss Ethel Williams 
were in town for race week. Mr, Williams 
attended the Grenadiers’ ball. 








Garden Shears, Garden Trowels, Garden Sets 


Hose eee Nozzles, Sprinklers, Reels, Etc. 


RICE LEWIS & SON, Lt. 


TORONTO 



















A number of engagements are to be an- 
nounced in the near future of well known 
Toronto people ; a musical man and a fair 
artist, a genial business man in the Kast End 
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Miss Smith, daughter of Mr. William Smith, 
Deputy Minister of Marine, has gone to Eng- 





Out of Town. 


Special 
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n dressed 
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P. &D. 


MAKING 


Ottawa. 


Dr. Bourinot, C.M.G., is to read a paper at 
Warsaw, Ind., shortly on The Intellectual 


Development of Canada, 


A very enjoyable At Home was given the 
King’s Daughters on Friday afternoon of last 


week by Mrs, (Dr.) Ami of Cooper street. 


The G. N. W. messenger boys look quite 
smart in theirnew uniforms, It is to be hoped 


that they are so in reality. 


The Rideau Rink have elected the following 
officers for the ensuing year: Mr. H. A. Bate, 
president ; Mr. W. H. Middleton, secretary ; 
Messrs. H. A. Bate, James Isbester, F. R. 
Bronson, S. H, Heming, and W. H. Middleton, 
Col. Irwin, Cél. J. Macpherson and Captain 


Gourdeau, directors. 


Mr. Hassam of Thurso preached at the ser- 
vice in Concession street Baptist church last 


Sunday. 


A fishing party consisting of Messrs, C. 
Barkeley Powell, F Newby, Captain Streat- 
field, McLeod Stewart, C. J. Jones, and Dr. 














land, 


Boston. 


address, 


the camp oi the Y.M.C.A, juniors this year. 


gone to Los Angeles for her health. 


September. 


Miss Walters of Daly avenue is visiting in 


Mr. Dixon Patterson, son of Mr. Justice Pat- 
terson, is now engaged on a portrait of Mr. 
Trudeau, late Deputy Minister of Railways, 
which is to be presented to him with a suitable 


Assistant Secretary White of the Y.M.C.A. 
left on Monday to look for a suitable spot for 


Miss Grace Hagar, daughter of the Rev. Mr, 
Hagar of the West End Methodist church, has 


Miss Benson, daughter of the Rev. Manly 
Benson, has gone up to Toronto to attend the 
College of Music and will not return until 


Residents of Somerset street are bound to 
make the street look pretty in spite of the city 
officials, The Aldermen of Wellington Ward 
might be put to shame if they happened to 
pass along in the early part of an evening and 


received the stewardship of the new Cosmo- * 
politan Club of Montreal. Excl us I ve 
Dr. Samuel E, Dawson, Queen’s Printer ; Dr. ° 
M. E. Dionne, Librarian Legislative Assembly, Novelties eee 


Quebec; Archbishop O'Brien and Professor Sale 
McLeod of Montreal were elected members of 
the Royal Society before the close of the meet- 
ing on Thursday evening of last week. On 
















Shot and Plain Surahs, Crystallines, Glaces, Bengalines. OF 


Printed Foulard and Rougeant Shot Silks and Irish Household 


the same evening the following officers were ) ° + ~ . ‘ 
prodevee President, De & ie ote “a Poplins. Silks Velvets, Shot Corduroys and Plain 
tawa; vice-president, J. M. Lemoine of Que- Velveteens. Black Silk Grenadines, Satin Mervs, 


bec ; secretary, Dr. Bourinot of Ottawa; trea- Napery 
surer, Dr. Selwyn of Ottawa. This year’s F 
meeting of the society was one of the most 
successful ever held. 

Prince Roland Bonaparte arrived in the city tages as purchases made per- 
from Kingston on Friday. He was the guest sonally, 
of Major-General Cameron while in Kingston. 
The prince is a guest at Rideau Hall. 

Mr. and Mrs. W. C. Edwards of Rocklend 
spent a few days at the Russell House last 
week, Mrs, Edwards has just returned from 
Scotland. 

Miss Chamberlain, daughter of Mr. D. C. 
Chamberlain of Lisgar street, has returned 


Bengalines and Luxors. 


same atention ana eave JOQQHIN CATTO & SON 


King Street, opposite the Post Office 






ing Trous- Powell left on Saturday week for Echo | 8@W ladies and gentlemen trying to rake the | from Pembroke. 
d_ Brides- Beach, back of Thurso. gutters and make an unsightly grass-grown Mr. Alex. Fraser, the millionaire lumberman 
The entertainment given under the direction | 8C@venger dump of a roadway look pretty re- | of Westmeath, was in the city on Friday. 
of Mrs. FE. M. S. Jenkins in St. George’s church spectable. Miss Burrows and Miss Powell enjoyed in- 
on Friday evening of last week was a most The bell and umbrella skirts are crowding | vitations to the race ball given by the officers 
CO successful affair. The programme consisted of | Sparks street. What will the poor men doa | of the Koyal Grenadiers in Toronto on Thurs- 
° two parts, the first being made up of songs, | month hencs when we put the crinoline under day evening, May 25. 






Messrs. McLeod Stewart, E. J. Chamberlain 
and Dr. R. W. Powell have returned from Echo 


them? 


violin solos, etc. ; the second brought forward 
The city band is to be congratulated on hav- 


the cantata, Red Riding Hood, with its four 


East. 


ws 


scones and the dances between. The principal 
characters were taken by Miss Mina Stewart 
as Red Riding Hood ; Miss Connie Wimperis, 
the mother; Mr. C, Stewart, wolf; Mr. E. Ter- 
Meer, as the woodman. The parts were well 
taken and the dramas were very pretty. Mrs. 
Jenkins deserves great credit and is to be con- 


gratulated on a most successful evening. 


Mr. George L. Orme left for Glasgow on Fri- 
day evening by the steamship Parisian. His 
trip is made in connection with the estate of 
his lately deceased father, the affairs of which 
are to be settled by him in conjunction with 


his sister. Mr. Orme will return probably 
about the first of July. 


























ing Mr. Thomas Bryant back. 


corner. 


other improvements made. 


Punishment. 

















Mr. D. Murpty is making some improve- 
ments to his lawn and making a very pretty 


Dr, Martin's steam yacht is being overhauled, 
anew boiler has been placed in it and many 


Prof, Clark of Trinity College, Toronto, lec- 
tured on Wednesday evening last in St. 
George’s church on The Dignity and Duty of 
Work. The do:tor filled the schoolroom, as he 
always does. Prof. Clark will preach to-morrow 
at both services in St. George’s church ; the 
sermon in the evening will be on Future 





Beach Fishing Lodge. 

Mr. and Mrs, G. W. McCullough, Miss May 
McCullough, Miss Cameron, Miss Florence 
Cameron, Mr. J. W. Healy (Tim), and a large 
party of Montrealers have gone out to a fishing 
lodge north of Thurso. 

The Rev. H. Pollard, rector of S:. John the 
Evangelist, will sail for England on June 9. 
Mr. Pollard is the most popular clergyman of 
the Church of Eogland in Ottawa, and we all 
think him a dear old gentleman and wish him 
&@ good passage and every enjoyment and a safe 
return. 

Lady Graut gave a tea on Wednesday of last 
week to members of the Royal Society, which 
was most enjoyable. 





Superior in Quality of Tone. Thoroughness of Workmanship and Excel- 
lence of Exterior Design and Finish 


TORONTO WAREROOMS > 


° 70 KING STREET WEST 








Dillon, wife of Lord Dillon, Ditchley Oxon. 
The Rev. Mr. Neil, of New Westminster 
church, Toronto, preached at both services in 
St. Andrew’s on Sunday. 
Mr. and Mrs. Walter Todd have returned to 








Hydro-Vacu 
What is It ? 




















Vases The Royal Society, of which Dr. Bourinot is Mrs. (Captain) James Woods of Rockland the city after a two months’ holiday in 
president, closed a most successful session of ae sgn a wed on aa eee oe ncaa aeaeae ae daa cae — a ot 
ive days in the Railway Committee Room of | Peterboro’. on Monday evening. Captain an u ’ e Rav. Mr. G. M. W. Carey, of the First : . 
. ne ae of Commons. ’ Mrs. Woods move to Ottawa early in June and | encourage the Guards. Mr. and Mrs. L. K. | Baptist church, stated after his sermon on tenting the face, ]a06 penonten ty in coe oon 
, Mr. Hewitt Bernard, who recently died | will occupy the house lately owned by J. H. | Jones, after the races in Toronto, left for Wood- | Sunday evening that he had decided not to a Pe oe oo 
at Montreal, made his sister, Susan | Allan, 218 Maclaren street. stock, where they are the guests of Mrs. T. C. | withdraw his resignation, which he placed in , °0ld. It will be endorsed by every medical man or woman. 
Agnes, Baroness Macdonald, the executrix | Archdeacon Lauder and Rev. Messrs, Bogart | Pattison. the hands of the deacons some weeks ago. We uid oe he ae aneceaeedina sane ieiarek aimee 
y Sets and Frederick White, comptroller of the North- | and Pollard were in Kingston the latter part of | Ds. James Patterson of Buffalo is visiting | therefore presume Mr. Carey intends accepting are removed, eto. NERVOUS or SICK HEADACHE re- 
West Mounted Police, the executor of his will. | the week. his father, Hon. Mr. Justice Patterson of | the call to New Brunswick he received a short ae ae Govvteareae = cua lo eee uae 
‘ After giving $500 to the latter and $2,000 totwo | Messrs. W. Carleton of the Bank of Ottawa, | Arayle avenue. time ago. given one with the Hydro-Vacu without extra charge. 
nieces, Mr. Bernard gave all the rest of his pro- | John Martin of the Union Bank,and Mr. Ham-| Hon. Messrs, Foster, Bowell and Daly have | Rey. Dr, Benson has gone to Cornwall to | 54 stamps for circulars. 
perty to the baroness. The testator had $8,806 ee of ea heen seo ome have gone et ving a three weeks’ trip in | attend the Montreal conference of the Metho- —_— 
iavested in Toronto stocks, or a week's fishing up the Gatineau. neces, dist Church. 
AGA "Football is booming at the Ottawa college | The Electric Park opened on Thursday even- : Mrs. a a ae ae _ week | Mr. Gordon Eiwards of the Ottawa Lumber Mrs. GERVAISE GRAHAM 
and a strong effort is being made to bring in | ing before a thousand of our best citizens. Bien aeceenne Vawne nee eneee Y eeewy veNee Company is away on a fishing expedition. 145 1- 
young players by a series of inter-class matches | Monday being the nineteenth birthday of | John P. Riley of New York has been made! Mr, and Mra, John Graham have returned f pan Somes Sven, Cevente 
for a college championship cup. A number of | Miss A. Gareau, eldest daughter of Alderman | Consul-General for the United States. Mr. | trom a fishing excursion at Mr. Graham's lake | _SU?ESFLUOUS HAIR permanently removed 
reets new players will be required, as Messrs. Clarke, | Gareau, her friends presented her with an Riley will move to O:tawa about the end of up the Gatineau. by Electrolysis. 
rh China Newman, Proderick, Cullen, Smith, Meagher, | address, accompanied by a gold watch and | June. : ; Dr. Stephen Wright has returned to the city 
E White and French of the old-time footballers | chain. There are two weddings hinted at in military | after an absence of nine years. He will practice W dd * ° 
will all graduate this year. A portrait of Lord Lansdowne has been re- | circles. Here, I think, are particulars: On | here, e ing 
It is said that His Honor Judge Ross, senior | ceived from Eogland and hung in the reading- | June 14, Mr. Douglas W. Cameron, Queen’s Chief McVeity has gone to St. Louis, Mo., on 
me ome judge of the County Court, intends resigning, | room of the House of Commons. It is not a | Own Rifles of Canada, assistant accountant of | 4 visit to his son. 
or, “oxtord The Governor-General before he began sign- | striking picture, nor does it do His Lordship | the House of Commons, and son of the late Mr. Justice Sedgwick has returned from a St t e 
ing official documents with his new title justice. Chief Justice Sir Matthew Crooks Cameron, to | visit to Nova Scotia. a ionery 
‘ORE “Derby,” a formality which had to be carried Prof. Ramsay Wright and Dr. Bourinot had | Miss Florence Edwards, eldest daughter of Mr.; Mr, W. A. Harkins, the well known journal- 
out was that his solicitor in London took | quite a warm discussion at the concluding sit- | John C. Edwards of Ottawa. On June 22, ist, is soon to become the city editor of the aati Mie aia alk Tai lie eat ae 
House). action for issue of a warrant by the Lord Chan- | ting of the Royal Society. Major John Hodgins, barrister, junior major | Montreal Star. Mr. Harkins was a very great | early sibtine af adhies tec wedding invite. 
cellor authorizing the issue of a writ summon- The friends of Hon, Chief Justice Strong will | of the Governor-General’s Foot Guards, to Miss | favorite in the Commons Press ates. Wel Goss. amanuncenente ¢ atdie. ‘abe, aa 
ing the new earl to the House of Lords under be sorry to hear that his eyesight is causing | Downes, daughter of Mr. Justice Downes of | wish him every success in his new office, and | furnished for monograms, dies, stamping and 
his new title. Tae Governor-General received | him some uneasiness. The Chief Justice is | St. Croix, Maine. — trust he may visit Ottawa often. Scripe, illuminating, including the best quality of 
that writ some days ago and signed ‘“ Darby” — oe = = at a een, - sree Pouliot is visiting Mr. E. Barry in vide - papers, and in all the desirable tints 
for the first time on Friday of last week. essrs. J. OH. Gordon, HM. b, Hollingshead, J. DETER. = . and sizes. 
Superintendent of Education McKay of Hali W. Latimer and C. J. Roger were in Montreal Mes. Glennie Anderson left for England on Ode ke eee Times, JAS. BAIN & SON 
fax is in town for the purpose of attending the | the latter part of last week. Saturday to visit her sisters, Mrs. Hugh Nel- Playmate—Then how isit your ian hes oa jeeeance 
meeting of the Royal Society. TheGuardsreturned on Friday morning of last | son, wife of the Hon. Hugh Nelson, Lieut.- | many ? Per 2 : ~~ ‘ 
Mr. William Bain of Winnipeg, who is on | weeKafter spending a delightful two days inTo- | Governor of British Columbia, and Lady | Carrie—Because mamma doesn’t like them. 53 King Street East, Toronto, Ont. 
Va- his way home from a six months’ continental | ronto. The boys can’t say anything too good 
tour, has been the guest of Mr. J. C. Edwards | of their brothers in arms, the Queen’s Own| — 
en- for the last few days. Mr. Bain will visit To- | Rifles. The Guards were a little disappointed S 
ronto and Port Arthur on his way west. in having to go to Toronto in place of Quebec, } 
Mr, and Mrs. P. D. Ross are at the Grand | but say they will never regret it now. 
Union, waiting the completion of their lovely} Mr. Frank Strathy has gone out to Aylmer 
new home on Theodore street. to live for the summer. 
Owing to some misunderstanding in the| It is rumored that a large party of ladies 
Ostawa Cricket Club Mr. B. T. A. Bell has | and gentlemen are going to camp in or near 
resigned from the membership of that organi- | Aylmer for three or four weeks, about the 
zation, Mr. Bell is known throughout the | middle of June. Mr. and Mrs. George Toomp- 
Dominion as one of the best cricketers in | 80n it is said will look after the party, assisted = 
‘Ss Canada. It is a pity that petty jealousy should | by three or four married ladies. P ee | ov ae 
be the cause of the loss of such a valuable man | Mr. C. J. Newman, organist of Grace church, (A) I (A) [D) C cra M 1 ir fl 
to the club. Gentlemen, this is not cricket! | gave the last of a series of recitals on Friday ly [A\ Ir S) IL 1} /\ 
ay The professional coach named Shepherd, from evening. The vocstists were Mrs. Morris, Mrs. ae 4 er AS UU UU UUW 


England, has arrived. Shepherd comes with 
a splendid reputation. 

The Capita] Lacrosse Club are to be congratu- 
lated un their new grounds. The club will be 
presented on Dominion Day after their match 
with the Capital Club of St. Catharines, with 
elegant new silk flags by Lsdy Caron. 

Miss Edith Drummond of Perth is visiting 
her cousin, Miss Maud Drummond of 142 Ne- 


Dennis, and the Rey. Mr. Gorman, The reci- 
tal, as usual, was most enjoyable. 

Mr. Hiram Chamberlain of Pembroke spent 
two or three days last week with his father, 
Mr. D. C. Chamberlain of Lisgar street. 

Mr. Robert Gill, manager of the Bank of 
Jommerce, has returned from a few days’ fish- 
ing, having had a delightful time and good 
sport. 


We can tell you which are the 
best wearing Carpets, 
Quality has its standard ideals in 
Carpets as in everything else. 
Then, of some patterns we can say 
that they are more popular than 


because 


Every single exhibit in the vast 
wealth of stylish variety seen in 
our Lace Curtain department bears 

| the impress of the graceful genius 
of master designers. 
need not be told that this great col 


Our visitors 


p2an street The Earl of Derby has signified his intention 
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opinions as to prospective earthquakes, floods 
or cyclones, Although his predictions have 
come true, he has received nothing but ridicule 
for them, and this is the reason for his retiring. 

Mra, Louis K. Jones and her daughter, Miss 
Burrows, went to Toronto for the races. 

The many friends of Mrs. W. A. Coulson will 
be glad to hear that she has recovered from a 
severe relapse of la grippe. 

On Sunday evening last Mr. G. A. Mothersill, 
during the offertory at Grace church, gave a 
meritorious rendition of Through the Darkness, 


ought to have an Episcopal representative at 
the capital of the Dominion. 

Besides the officers of the Guards, I noticed 
the following ladies and gentlemen of Ottawa 
at the races in Toronto on May 23 and 24: Mr. 
W. H. Aumond, Mr. S. M. Ball, Mr. J. Baatty, 
Mr. George E. Bate, Mr. W. Birkett, Mr. C. L. 
Gibbs, Mr. W. B. Ranand, Mr. John Haig, Mr. 
Harry Plumb, and Mr. R. H. Pounder. 

Mr. Broderick attended the Oatario Jockey 
Club meeting in Toronto last week, 


taste, and it’s to this great diver- 
sity of taste in Carpets that we are 
able to cater successfully with an 
almost endless variety of styles in 


and other advantages of equal im- 
portance to intending purchasers 
enable us to please people of good 
taste and who are particular in 
their choice, which is often de- 


all makes of Carpets and in the 
choicest colorings and designs. 
We are direct importers and con- 
tinually bringing out the very 
latest productions of the best mak- 


ference in design. 
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of last week as the guests of Mr. Kimber, 
Gentleman Usher of the Black Rod, to spend a 
few days at his fishing lodge at Echo Beach. 

Dr. Bourinot delivered his presidential ad- 
dress on Our Intellectual Strength and Weak- 
ness in the Normal School on Tuesday after- 
noon, The storm that was raging at the time 
prevented many from attending that other- 
wise would have done so. 

Miss Sparks and her sister, Miss G. Sparks, 
have returned from Ashville, North Carolina, 
where they have been for some time. Both are 
looking much better for their visit in the South, 


they meet. 

Mr. Charles O'Connor, son of Mr. D. O'Con- 
nor, QC., has just been called to the bar and 
enrolled as a barrister. Mr. O'Connor will 
likely join the firm of O'Connor & Hogg. 

Miss Fiora Shaw of London, England, who 
is making a tour of the world, passed through 
Ottawa last week, She has visited India, 
Australia, Japan, British Columbia and the 
North-West, and intends giving the results of 
her observations in a series of articles in the 
London Times, 

M+, Parker, formerly of Rideau Hall, has 
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ing our patrons are really match | 
less in these respects. 


Foster & Pender 


14and 16 King St. East 


Turkey and India Rugs 
China and Japanese Mattings 
Linoleums, English Oilcloths 


cided by a seemingly trifling dif- 
| 
Window Shades, Poles, Fixtures, Etc. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
** THOUGH LOVE AND LIFE AND DEATH SHOULD 
COME AND GO.” 

Isola was alone in the spacious Roman draw- 
ing-room with its wide windows and shady 
loggia. The sun was off that side of the house 
now, and the Venetian shutters had been 
pushed back, and between the heavy stone 
pillars of the loggia she saw the orange and 
magnolia trees in the garden, and the pale gold 
of the mimosas beyond. The sun was shining 
full upon the Hill of Gardens, that hill at whose 
foot Nero was burned—in secret, at dead of 
night, by his faithful freedman and the devoted 
woman who loved him to the shameful end of 
the shameful life; that hill whose antique 
groves the wicked Cvsar’s ghost had once 
made a place of terror. The wicked ghost was 
laid now. Modern civilization had sent Nero 
the way of all phantoms, and fashionable 
Rome made holiday on the Hill of Gardens, A 
military band was playing there this afternoon 
in the golden light, and the familiar melodies 
of Don Giovanni were wafted ever and anon in 
little gusts of sweetness to the loggia, 
where the vivid crimson of waxen camelias 
and the softer rose of oleander blossoms gave 
brightness and color to the dark foliage and 
the cold white stone. 

Isola heard those far-off melodies, faint in 
the distance, without heeding. The rotes 
were beyond measure familiar, interwoven 
with*the very fabric of her life ; for those were 
the airs Martin Disney loved, and she had 
played them to him nearly every evening in 
their quiet, monotonous life. She heard un- 
heeding, for her thoughts had wandered back 
to the night of the ball at Lostwithiel, and all 
that went after it—the fatal night that struck 
the death-knell of peace and innocence. 

How vividly she remembered every detail ; 
her fluttering apprehensions during the long 
drive in the dark lanes, up hill and down hill ; 
her eagerness for the delight of the dance, as 
an unaccustomed pleasure, a scene to which 
youthful beauty flies as the moth to the flame; 
her remorseful conscience that she had done 
wrong in yielding to the temptation which 


drew her there; the longing to see Lord Lost- | 


withiel once more—Lostwithiel, whom she had 
vowed to herself never to meet again of her 
own free will. She had gone home that after- 
noon resolved to forego the ball, to make any 
social sacrifice rather than look upon that man 
whose burning words of love, breathed in her 
ear before she had enough of nerve or calmness 
to silence him, had left her scathed and seared 
as if the lightning had blasted her. She had 
heard his avowal; no room now to doubt the 
meaning of all that had gone before; no ground 
now for believing in a tender Platonic admira- 
tion, lapping her round with its soft radiancea 
light but not a fire. That which had burnt 
into her soul to-day was the fierce flame of dis- 
honoring love—the open avowal of a love that 
wanted to steal her from her husband, and 
make her a sinner before her God. 

She knew this much—had brooded upon it 
all the evening—and yet she was going to a 
place where she must inevitably meet the 
Tempter. 


She was going because it was expedient to | 


go; because her persistent refusal to be there 
might give rise to guesses and suspicions that 
would lead to a discovery of the real reason of 


her absence. She had seen often enough the | 


subtle process, the society search-light by 
which Trelasco and Fowey could arrive at the 
innermost working ofa neighbor's heart, the 
deepest mysteries of motive. 


ing so well that there was scmeone else stand- 
ing against the wall watching her every move- 
ment with the love-light in nis eyes. 

Then came the period after supper when 
they sat in the ante-room and let the dances go 
by, hearing the music of waltzes which they 
were to have danced together, hearing -and 
heeding not. And then camea sudden scare 
at the thought of the hour—was it late? 

Late, very late! 

The Giscovery fluttered and unnerved her, 
and she was scarcely able to collect her 
thoughts, as he handed her into the carriage 
and shut the door. 

“Surely it was a white horse that brought 
me,” she exclaimed, and in the next minute 
she recognized Lostwithiel’s brougham, the 
same carriage in which she had been driven 
home through the rain upon that unforgotten 
night when his house sheltered her, when she 
saw his face for the first time. 

Yes, it was his carriage. She knew the color 
of the lining, the little brass clock, the reading 
lamp, the black panther rug. She pulled at 
the check string, but without effect. The car- 
riage drove on slowly, but steadily, to the end 
of the town. She let down the window and 
called to the coachman. There was only one 
man on the box, and he took no notice of her 
call, 

Yes, he had heard her, perhaps, for he drew 
up his horse suddenly by the roadside, a little 
way beyond the town. A manopened the door 
and sprang in, breathless after running. It 
was Lostwithiel. 

‘* You put me into ‘your carriage,” she cried 


distractedly. ‘‘ How could you make such a 
mistake? Pray tell him to go back to the inn 
directly.” 


They were driving along the country road at 
a rapid pace, and he had seated himself by her 
side, clasping her hand. He pulled up the 
window nearest her and prevented her calling 
to the coachman, 

“Why should you go back? You will be 
home sooner with my horse than with the 
screw that brought you.” 

* But the fly will be waiting for me—-the man 
will wonder.” 

‘*Let him wonder. He won't wait very long, 
you may be assured. He will guess what has 
happened. In the confusion of carriages you 
took the wrong one. Isola, I am going to leave 
Cornwall to-night—to leave England—perhaps 
never to returp. Give me the last few mo- 
ments of my life here. Be merciful to me. I 
am going away—perhaps for ever.” 

“Take me home,” she said. ‘‘ Are you really 
taking me home? Is this the right way?” 

“‘Of course it is the right way. Do you sup- 
pose Iam going todrive you to London?” 

He let down the glass suddenly and pointed 
out to the night. 
| ‘Isola, do you see where we are? There's 
the sign-post at the cross roads. There’s the 
tower of Tywardreath Church, though you 
can hardly see itin this dim light. Are you 
satisfied now?” 

He had drawn up the glass again. The win- 
| dows were growing dim with the mist of their 
mingled breath; the atmosphere was faint 
| with the odor of the faded chrysanthemums 
| on her gown and the gardenia in the lapel of 

his coat. All that she could see of the outer 
world was the blurred light of the carriage 
lamps. The high-spirited horse was going up 
| and down the hills at a perilous pace. At this 
| rate the journey could not take long. 

And then—and then—he came back to the 
prayer he had breathed in her ear more than 






















She was going to the ball after all, fevered, | twelve hours ago in the wintry lane. He loved 
anxious, full of dim forebodings ; and yet with her, he loved her, he loved her—could she re- 
an eager expectancy; and yet with a strange | fuse to go away with him—having woven her- 
overmastering joy. How should she meet him? | self into his life, having made him madly, 
How could she avoid him, without ostentatious | helplessly in love with her? Could she refuse ? 
avoidance, knowing how many eyes would be Had any woman the right to refuse? He 
quick to mark any deviation from conventional | appealed to her sense of honor. She had gone 
propriety? Somehow or other she was resolved | too far—she had granted too much already, 
to avoid all association with him; to get her/| granting him her love. She was in his arms 
card filled before he could ask her to dance ; or in the dim light, in the faint, dream-like 
in any case to refuse if he asked her. He would | atmosphere. He was taking possession 
scarcely venture tu approach herafter what had | of her weak heart by all that science 
been said in the lane, when her indignation had of love in which he was past master. Honor, 
been plainly expressed, with angry tears. No, | conscience, fidelity to the absent, piety, inno 
he would hardly dare. And so—in a vague be- | cence, were being swept away in the lava flood 
wilderment at finding she was at her journey’s | of passion, Helpless, irresolute, she faltered 
end—she saw the lights of the little town close | again and again, ‘‘ Take me home, Lostwithiel! 





upon her, and in the next few minutes her car- | Have mercy! Take me home.” 

riage was moving slowly in the rank of carriages He stopped those tremulous lips with a kiss 
setting down their freight at the door of the | —the kiss that betrays. The carriage dashed 
inn, down a steep hill, rattled along a street so nar- 


Vaguely, as in a dream, she saw the lights | row that wheels seemed to grind against the 
and the flowers, the fine dresses and the dia- | house fronts on each side, down hill again, and 
monds, the scarlet and white upon the walis, | then it drew up suddenly in a stony square, 
brush and vizard, vizard and brush. He was | and the door opened, and the soft, sweet sea- 
not there. She looked among the crowd, and | breeze blew among her loosened hair and upon 


that tall figure and that dark head were absent. | her uncovered neck, and she heard the gentle 
She ought to have been g'ad at this respite, | plish-plash of a boat moored against the quay 
and yet her heart grew heavy as lead, at her feet, 

Later he was there, and she was waltzing **Tais is not home,” she cried piteously. 
with him. At the last moment when he was| ‘ Yes, it is home, love, our home for a little 
standing before her, cool, self-possessed, as it while —the home that can carry us to the other 
were unconscious of that burning past, she | end of the world, if you will.” 
had no more power to refuse to be his partner The quay and the water and the few faint 
than the bird has to escape from the snake, | lights here and there grew dark, and she knew 


She had given him her hand, and they were | no more till she heard the sailors crying “ Yeo, 
moving slowly, softly to the music of the soft, | heave, yeo,” and the heavy sails swinging and 


slow waltz. Myosotis, myosotis—mystic tlower | the creak of the boom as it swayed in the wind, 
which means everlasting remembrance—would | and felt the dancing motion of the boat as she 
she ever forget this night? Their last meeting | cut her way through the waves, felt the strong 
—safest possible meeting place here in the | arm that clasped her, and heard the low, fond 
shine of the lamps—in the sight of the multi- | voice that murmured in her ear, “ Isola, Isola, 
tude. Here she could hold him at arm’s forgive me, I could not live without you.” 

length ; here she might speak to bim lightly,! That which came afcerwards had seemed one 
as if she too were unconscious of the past. | long and lurid dream—a dream of fair wea- 
Here she was safe against his madness and | ther and foul; of peril ard despair ; of passion- 


her own weak, unstable heart, which fluttered | ate, all-conquering love, 
at his smallest word. To day, as she lay supine in the afternoon 




















And so the night wore on, and she danced | silence—lying as Tabitha had left her, in a 


with him more times than she could count, for- 
getting, or pretending to forget, other engage 
ments ; going through an occasional waltz witb 
another partner just for decency'’s sake, and | 
hardly knowing who that partner was, know. 


| back upon her in all its vivid coloring, almost 


fevered sleep—the vision of that past came 


as distinctly as it had re-acted itself in her 
hours of delirium, when she had lived that 
chapter of her life over again, and had felt the 





fury of the waves and breathed the chill, salt 
air of the tempest-driven sea, and had seen the 
bright, full moon riding high amidst the cloud- 
chaos—now appearing, now vanishing, as if 
she too were a storm-driven bark ina raging 
sea. 

Oh, God! how vividly those hours came back ! 
The awful progress across the bay ; the brood- 
ing darkness of the brief day; the infinite hor- 
ror of the long night; the shuddering yacht, 
with straining spars and broadside beaten by a 
heaving mass of water, that struck her with 
the force of a thousand battering-rams, ‘blow 
after blow, seeming as if the next must always 
be the last—the final crash and end of all things. 
The pretty, dainty vessel, long and narrow, 
rode like an egg-shell on those furious waters— 
here a long wall of inky blackness, rising like 
a mountain ridge and bearing down on the 
doomed ship, and beyond, as far as the eye 
could reach, a waste of surf, livid in the moon- 
light. What helpless insignificance, as of a 
leaf tossed on a whirlpool, when that moun- 
tainous mass took the yacht and lifted her on 
Cyclopean shoulders and shook her off again 
into the deep, black trough of the sea, as into 
the depths ot hell! Aud this not once only, 
nor a hundred times only, but on through that 
endless-seeming night, on in the sickly winter 
dawn, and in the faint yellow gleam of a rainy 
noontide—on through day that seemed mixed 
and entangled with night, as if the beginning 
of creation had come round again, and the 
light were not yet divided ‘from the darkness, 

Oh, those passionate, never-to-be-forgotten 
moments, when she had stood with him at the 
top of the companion, looking out upon those 
livid waters, over that sea of death ; fondly 
believing that each moment was to be their 
last ; that the gates of death were opening 
yonder—a watery way,a gulf to which they 
must go down, in a moment, in a little 
moment, in a flash, in a breath, at the next, or 
the next, or the next mad plunge of the hurry- 
ing bark. Yes, death was there, in front of 
them—inevitable, imminent, immediate—and 
life and sin, shame, remorse, were done with, 
along with the life that lay behind them, a 
page blotted and blurred with one passionate 
madness, which had changed the color of a 
woman’s life history. She knew not how she 
bore up against the force of that tempest ; 
clinging to him with her bare, wet arms ; held 
up by him ; crouching against the woodwork, 
which shook and rattled with every blow of 
the battering-rams. She only knew that his 
arms were round her, that she was safe with 
him, even when the leaping surf wrapped her 
round like a mantle, blinding, drowning her in 
a momentary extinction. She only knew that 
his lips were close to her ear, and that in an 
instant’s lull of those awful voices he mur- 
mured, ‘‘ We are going to die, Isola. The boat 
cannot live through such a sea. We shail go 
down to death together.” And her lips turned 
to him with a joyful cry, *““Thank God!” 
Then again, ina momentary pause, he pleaded, 
** Forgive me, love ; my stolen love, forgive me 
before we die!” And again, ‘‘ Was it a crime, 
Isola?” ‘If it was, I forgive you,” she 
whispered, clinging to him as the blast struck 
them. 

Bitter, cruel revulsion of feeling, bitter irony 
of fate, when the great grim waves—which had 
seemed like living monsters hurrying down up- 
on them with malignant fury to tear and to de- 
vour— when the awful sea began to roar with a 
lesser voice and the thunder of the battering- 
rams had aduller sound, and the bows of the 
yacht no longer plunged straight down into 
the leaden-colored pit ; no longer climbed those 
inky ridges with such blind impetus, as ofa 
cockle-shell in a whirlpool. Bitter sense of loss 
and dismay when the gray, cold dawn lighted 
a quieter sea and she heard the captain telling 
Lostwithiel that they had teen the worst of 
the storm and that there was no fear now. 
He was going to put on more canvas; and 
hadn't the lady better go below where it was 
warm? She needn't feel anyway nervous now. 
They would soon be in the roadstead off Arca- 
chon. 

She had not felt the chill change from night 
to morning. She had not felt the surf that 
drenched her loose, entangled hair. She hard- 
ly knew when or how Lostwithiel had wrapped 
herin his fur-lined coat ; but she found she 
was so enveloped presently when she stumbled 
and staggered down to the cabin, and flung 
herself face downward upon the sofa, in a 
paroxysm of impotent despair. 

Death would have delivered her. The temp- 
est was her friend. But the tempest had 
passed her by, and left her lying there like a 
weed, more worthless than any weed that ever 
the sea cast up to rot upon the barren rocks, 
Yes, she was left there; left in a life that sin 
had blighted, loathsome to herself, hateful to 
her God, 

She locked herself in the cabin, while the 
hurrying footsteps overhead told her that 
Lostwithiel was working with the sailors, 

An hour later, and he was at the cabin door, 
pleading for one kind word, entreating her to 
let him see her, were it only for a few mo- 
ments, to know that she was not utterly 
broken down by the peril she had passed 
through. He pleaded in vain. She would give 
no answer—-she would speak no word. Indeed, 
in that dull agony of shame and despair it 
seemed to her as if a dumb devil had entered 
into her. Her parched lips seemed to have lost 
the power of speech. She lay there, staring 
straight before her at all the swinging 
things on the cedar panel—the books and photo- 
graphs—and lamps and frivolities swaying and 
vibrating with every movement of the sea, Her 
hands were clenched until the nails cut into 
the flesh; her heart was throbbing with dull, 
slow beats that made themselves torturingly 
audible. Did God create his creatures for such 
agony? Had she been foredoomed everlast 
ingly, in that awful, incomprehensible eter- 
nity that goes before birth—condemned before 
she was born to this degrading fall, to this un- 
utterable shame ! 

Hours went by, she knew not how. Again 
and again he came to her door, and talked and 
entreated—heaven knows how tenderly—with 
what deep contrition, with what fond plead- 
ing for pardon, But the dumb devil held her 
still, She wrapped herself in a sullen despair 

not anger, for anger is active. Hers was 
only a supine resistance. 

At last she heard him come with one of the 
sailors, and she could make out from their 
whispering talk that they were going to force 


































open the door. Then she started up ina kind 
of fury, and went and flung herself against the 
dainty cedar panels. 

“If you don’t leave me alone in my misery I 
will kill myself,” she cried. 


The long night was over, and the sun was 
high. It seemed as if they were sailing over a 
susomer sea, and through the scuttle port she 
saw a little town, nestling under pine-clad 
hills, 

She woke from brief and troubled slumbers 
to see this strange and lovely shore, and at 
first she fancied they must have sailed back to 
Cornwall, and that this was some unknown 
bay upon that rock-bound coast; but the sap- 
phire sea and the summer-like sunshine sug- 
gested a fairer clime than rugged Britain. 

While she was looking out at the crescent- 
shaped bay, and the long line of white villas, 
the anchor was being lowered. The sea was 
almost as smooth as a lake, and those tranquil 
waters had the color and the sheen of sapphire 
andemerald. She thought of the jasper sea— 
the sea of the Apocalypse, the tideless sea be- 
side that land of the New Jerusalem, where 
there are no more tears, where there can be no 
more sin, a city of ransomed souls, redeemed 
from all earth’s iniquity. 

A boat was being lowered. She heard the 
scroop of the rope against the hull; she heard 
footsteps on the accommodation ladder and 
then the dip of oars, and presently the boat 
passed between her and the sunlit waters, and 
she saw Lostwithiel sitting in the stern with 
the rudder lines in his hand, while two sailors 
were bending to their oars, with wind-blown 
hair and cheery, smiling faces, broad and red 
in the gay morning sunshine. 

He was gone, and she breathed more freely. 
There was a sense of momentary release in his 
absence; and for the first time she looked 
round the cabin, where beautiful and luxurious 
things lay, thrown here and there in huddled 
masses of brilliant color. A Japanese screen, 
a masterpiece of gold and rainbow embroidery 
on a sea-green ground, flung against the 
panelling at one end—chairs, vases, wicker- 
wood tables overturned — Persian curtains 
wrenched from their fastenings and hanging 
awry—satin pillows that had drifted into a 
heap in one corner—signs of havoc everywhere. 
She stood in the midst of all this ruin, and 
looked at her own reflection in a long Venetian 
glass fastened to the panelling, almost the 
only object that had held its place through the 
ssorm, 

Her own reflection! Was that really herself, 
that ghastly image which the glass gave back 
to her? The reflection of a woman with livid 
cheeks and blanched lips, with swollen 
eyelids and dark rings of purple round the 
haggard eyes, and hair rough and tangled as 
Medusa’s locks, and bare shoulders from which 
the stained satin bodice had slipped away. 
Her wedding gown! Could that defiled gar- 
ment—the long folds of the once shining satin 
draggled and befouled with the tar of the 
ropes, heavy and dripping with sea-water— 
could these tawdry rags be the wedding gown 
she had put on in her proud and happy inno- 


cence in the old bed-room at Dinan, with mother 


and servants and a useful friend or two help- 
ing and hindering? 
Oh, if they could see her now, those old 


friends of her unclouded childhood, the mother 


and father who had loved and trusted her, who 
had never hinted at evil in her hearing, had 
never thought that sin could come near her. 
And she had fallen like the lowest of woman- 
kind. She had forfeited her place among the 
virtuous and happy forever. She, Martin 
Disney's wife! That good man, that brave 
soldier who had fought for Queen and country 
—it was his wife who stood there in her shame, 
haggard and disheveled. 

She flung her arms above her head, and 
wrung her hands in a paroxysm of despair. 
Then, with a little cry, she plucked at the loose 
wild tresses as if she would have torn them 
from her head; and then she threw herself 
upon the cabin floor in her agony, and gro- 
veled there, a creature to whom death would 
nave been a merciful release. 

“Tf I could die, if I could but die, and no 
one know,” she moaned, 

She lifted herself up again upon her knees, 
and with one hand upon the floor looked round 
the walls of the cabin—looked among all that 
glittering array of yhatagans and barbaric 
shields, damascened steel and jeweled hilts, 
fcr some practicable instrument with which 
she might take her hated life. And then came 
the thought of what must follow death, not 
for her in the dim incomprehensible eternity, 
but for those who loved her on earth, for those 
who would have to be told how she had been 
found, in her draggled wedding gown, stabbed 
by her own hand, on board Lord Lostwithiel’s 
yacht. What a story of shame and crime for 
picturesque reporters to embellish, and for 
scandal-lovers to gloat over! No! She dared 
not kill herself here. She must collect her 
senses, escape from her seducer, and hide the 
story of her dishonor. 

She took off her gown, and rolled train and 
bodice into a bundle as small as she could make 
them. Then she looked about the cabin for some 
object with which to weight her bundle. Yes, 
that would do. A little brass dog that was 
used to steady the open door, That was heavy 
enough perhaps. She put it into the middle of 
her bundle, tied a ribbon tightly round the 
whole, and then she opened the scuttle port 
and dropped her wedding garment into the sea, 
The keen winter wind, the wind from pine-clad 
hills and distant snow mountains, blew in upon 
her bare neck and chilled her to the bone; but 
it helped to kill the fever of her mind, and she 
sat down and leant her head upon her clasped 
hands, and tried to think what she must do to 
escape from the toils in which guilty love had 
caught her, 

She must escape from the yacht. She must 
go back to England—somehow, 

She thought that if she were to appeal to 
Lostwithiel’s honor some spark of better feel 
ing would prevail over the madness which had 
destroyed her, and he would let her go; he 





























would take her back to England and facilitate ° 


her secret return to the home she had dis- 
honored, But could she trust herself to make 
that appeal? Could she stand fast against his 
pleading, if he implored her to stay with him, 
to live the life that he had planned for her, the 
life that he had painted so eloquently, the 
dreamy, beautiful life in earth’s most poetic 
places, the life of love in idleness? Could she 
resist him if he should plead—it might be with 
tears—he, whom she adored, her destroyer 
and her divinity? No, she must leave the yacht 
before he came back to it. But how? 

There were only men on board, There was 
no woman to whose compassion she could ap- 
peal, no woman to lend her clothes to cover 
her. She saw herself once again’in the Vene- 
tian glass, in her long-trained petticoat of mus- 
lin and lace,.so daintily fresh when she dressed 
for the ball—muslin and lace soddened by the 
sea, torn to shreds where her feet had caught 
in the delicate flounces as she stumbled down 
the companion during last night’s storm. A 
fitting costume in which to travel from Arca - 
chon to London, verily! 

She opened a door leading to an inner cabin, 
which contained bed and bath, and all toilet 
appliances. Hanging against the wall there 
were three dressing-gowns, the lightest and 
least masculine of the three being a robe of 
Indian camel's hair, embroidered with dull, 
brown silk—a neutral-tinted, shapeless gar- 
ment, with loose sleeves and a girdle. 

Here, within locked doors, she made her 
hurried toilet, with much cold water. She 
brushed her long, ragged hair with one of the 
humblest of the brushes. She would not take 
so much asa few drops from the great crystal 
bottle of eau-de-Cologne, which was held in a 
silver frame suspended from the ceiling. No- 
thing of his would she touch, nothing belong- 
ing to the man who wanted to pour his fortune 
into her lap, to make his life her life, his estate 
her estate, his name her name, could she but 
survive the ordeal of the divorce court, and free 
herself from old ties. 

She rolled her hair in a large coil at the back 
of her head.” She put on the camel's hair 
dressing-gown, and tied the girdle round her 
long, slim waist, and having done this she 
looked altogether a different creature from 
that vision of haggard shame which she had 
seen just now with loathing. She had a curi- 
ous puritan air in her sad-colored raiment and 
braided hair. 

Scarcely had she finished when she heard the 


dip of oars, and, looking out in /an egony of 
horror at the apprehension of Lostwithiel’s re- 
turn, she saw a boat laden with two big mil- 


liner’s' baskets, and with a woman sitting in 


the stern, The men who were rowing this 


boat were not of the crew of the Vendetta. 


She had not longto wonder. She unlocked 


her door, and went into the adjoining cabin, 


while the boat came alongside, and woman and 


baskets were handed upon the deck. 


Three minutes afterwards the cabin boy 


knocked at her door, and told her thet there 


was a person from Arcachon to see’ her, a dress- 
maker with things that had been ordered for 


her. 


She unlocked the door, for the first time 
since she locked it last night, and found her- 
self face to face with a smiling young person, 
whose black eyes and olive complexion were 


warm with the glow of the South, golden in 
the eyes, carnation on the plump, oval cheeks. 

This young person had the honor to bring 
the trousseau which monsieur had sent for 


madame’s inspection. Monsieur had told her 
how sadly inconvenienced madame had been 
by the accident by which all her luggage had 
been left upon the quay at the moment of sgail- 
ing. In truth, it must have been distressing 
for madame, as it had evidently been distres- 


sing for monsieur in his profound sympathy 


with madame, his wife. In the meantime she, 
the young person, had complied with mon- 


sieur’s orders, and had brought all that there 
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was of the best and most Parisian for madame’s | his most magnificent tones replied urbanely : 
gracious inspection. “TI thank you, sir, but I am not thirsty.”— 
The cabin boy brought in the two baskets, | Boston Globe. 
which the milliner opened with an air, taking 
out the delicate lingerie, the soft silk and softer 
’ cashmere—peignoirs, frilled petticoats, a fluff 
and flutter of creamy lace and pale satin rib- 
bons, transforming simplest garments into 
things of beauty. She spread out her wares, 
chattering all the while, and then looked at 
madame for approval. ; 
Isola scarcely glanced at all the finery. She 
pointed to the only plain walking gown among 
all the delicate prettinesses, the silk and cash- 
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him. 

Hot! Have you ever been in an oven? His 
face was getting whiter and his teeth were 
chattering, making a noise more intensely 
p3inful than the clatter of a skilful castanet 
player. 

When the ague left, a hot and burning fever 
came, and I saw his face getting red and 
blotchy. 

** Just a little water, old man.” 
the servant, and he took a gulp. 

** You’ll tell Edith that no man who considers 
himself a gentleman would go to dinner in his 
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Was I Right? 


Sickles was as sick as any man could be, I 
never expect to be so sick and not die. That 
is not the question. It is now with Sickles we 
have to deal. I was brutal with him. That is 
from living in India. Not only livingin India, 
but in the waste places. 

** You can’t go, Sickles,” I said. 


FRUIT SALINE 


a dl t d tailor gown with ee pajamas, won't you?” 
mere and lace—a gray twee ie ae > ‘ 
ee ee o adornment except a little narrow black] ,, — we no) ‘‘Certainly,” I replied. That’s the way with 
he could ap- n Why ?” he pleaded. 
a famine fever. You lose your head, and talk | the incipient uprising did not pan out satisfac- Very Likely. 


I got it from 








braid. 
“1 will keep that,” she said, “‘and one set of 


under linen, the plainest. You can take all 
the rest of the things back to your shop. Please 


When a man asks “ why he isa fool” I am 
inclined to tell him—let alone Sickles whom 
I loved, despite his obstinacy, his ugliness, and 
his six feet and over. 


hes to cover 
in the Vene- 
icoat of mus- 
n she dressed 


nonsense. 
He rambled on, The fever grew strong:r; a 
few minutes after midnight he grew cold. 
** Armiger, old man,” he whispered, “it’s no 


torily. The Spanish soldiers were bush- 
whacked, poisoned, and most of the survivors 
usually went into the real estate business per- 
manently from fever and exposure. The ex- 


Father (to extravagant son)—Now, just sup- 
pose for an instant that I at your age had be- 
= as you do, what would I have been to- 

ay 


lened by the 
>had caught 
mbled down 
‘3 storm. A 
| from Arca - 


inner cabin, 
ind all toilet 
e wall there 
lightest and 
ig a robe of 
i with dull, 
lapeless gar- 
dle. 

e made her 
water. She 
h one of the 
uld not take 
great crystal 
was held in a 
ceiling. No- 
hing belong- 
ir his fortune 
fe, his estate 
could she but 
ourt, and free 


il at the back 
camel's hair 
le round her 
ne this she 
reature from 
hich she had 
e had a curi- 
raiment and 


she heard the 
| fan egony of 
stwithiel’s re- 
two big mil- 
ian sitting in 
rowing this 
yendetta. 
She unlocked 
jining cabin, 
i woman and 
vk. 
> cabin boy 
er thet there 
* her, a dress- 
1 ordered for 


ne first time 
id found her- 
oung person, 
plexion were 
th, golden in 
oval cheeks. 
nor to bring 
had sent for 
had told her 
me had been 
luggage had 
ment of sgail- 
1 distressing 
been distres- 
1d sympathy 
1eantime she, 
| with mon- 
all that there 





rON’Ss 
RS 


manufactured 


yal Family. 


in reach of all, 
ct to 


fontreal 


DE. 
‘apher 


en 


help me to dress as quickly as you can—I want 
to go on shore in the boat that carries you 
back.” 

“But, madame, monsieur insisted that I 
should bring a complete trousseau. He wished 
madame to supply herself with all things need- 
ful for a long cruise in the South.” 

‘‘He was mistaken. My luggage is safe 
enough, I shall have it agaia in a few days. 
I only want clothes to wear for a day or two. 
Kindly do what I ask.” 

Her tone was so authoritative that the mil- 
liner complied reluctantly, and murmuring per- 
svasive little speeches while she assisted 
Madame to dress. All that she had brought 
were of the most new—expressly arrived from 
Paris, from one of the most distinguished 
establishments in the Rue de la Paix. Fashions 
change so quickly—and the present fashion was 
s?) enchanting, so original. She must be par- 
doned if she suggested that nothing in 
madame’s wardrobe could be so new or so 
elegant as these last triumphs of an artistic 
faiseur. 

Madame took no heed of her eloquence, but 
hurried through the simple toilet, insisted 
upon all the finery being replaced in the two 
baskets, and then went upon deck with the 
milliner. 

“Tam going on shore to his lordship,” she 
said, with quiet authority, to the captain. 

It was a deliberate lie—the first she had told, 
but not the last she would have to tell. 

She landed on the beach at Arcachon—penni- 
lese, but with a diamond ring on her wedding 
finger—her engagement ring—which she knew, 
by acareless admission of Martin Disney’s, to 
have cost fifty pounds. She left the milliner, 
and went into the little town, dreading to meet 
Lostwithiel at every step. She found a com- 
placent jeweler who was willing to advance 
twenty-five Napoleons upon the ring, and who 
promised to return it to her on the receipt of 
that sum, with a bagatelle of twenty francs 
for interest, since madame would redeem it 
almost immediately. 

Furnished with this money she drove straight 
to the station, and waited there in the most 
obscure corner she could find till the first train 
left for Bordeaux. At Bordeaux she had along 
time to wait, still in hiding, before the express 
left for Paris—and then came the long, lonely | 
journey—from Bordeaux to Paris—from Paris | 
to London—from London to Trelasco—it 
seemed an endless pilgrimage, a nightmare 
dream of dark night and wintry day, made | 
hideous by the ceaseless throb of the engine, 
the perpetual odor of sulphur and smoke. She | 
reached Trelasco somehow, and sank ex- 
hausted in Tabitha’s arms. 

‘* What day is it?” she asked faintly, looking 
round the familiar room as if she had never | 
seen it before. 

‘Thursday, ma'am. You have been away 
over a week,” the old servant answered coldly. | 

It was only the next day that Tabitha told | 
her mistress she must leave her. 

“There is no need to talk about what has | 
happened,” shesaid, ‘‘ I have kept your secret. | 
i have let no one know that you were away. I 
packed Susan off for a holiday the morning 
after the ball. I don't believe anyone knows 
anything about you—-unless you were seen yes- 
terday on your way home.” 

Then came stern words of renunciation, a 
good woman's protest against sin. 

(To be Continued.) 
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He Wasn't Dry. 














When Daniel Webster visited these parts for 
he purpose of delivering his Bunker Hill ora- 
tion, he was entertained at the house of a 
Charlestown merchant. This merchant was so 
embarrassed by the honor of the great states- 
man’s presence that he brought out not only 
one bust several decanters of the best liquors he 
had in the house. Mr. Webster carefully 
searched out the vessel containing the brandy, 
and poured from ita drink that today would 
b+ generally termed ‘'a bath,” and drank the 
liquor in a fewcompiacent gulps. Tne anx- 
iously obliging merchant enquired of Mr. 
Webster whether he would not like a glass of 





‘** Because you'll die on the road.” 

‘* Bosh ; —— it, man, I’m stronger than you. 
Bah, a little fever never killed a man.” 

“ That may be. 
does not kill, A Roman fever may shake you 
up abit; an irrigation fever may dally with 
your charms, but a famine fever, bless you, 
old man, can’t be trifled with, and go under 
you will, that’s all;” and I blew my smoke 
into the thin, hot, pulsing air and—— 

‘* Well, I have to go,” he continued in a 
wheedling tone. ‘ Confound it. The sight of 
this famine camp and the horrid festering 
wretches make me sicker than I am. Come, a 
little change can’t do me harm, and it is only a 
night’s journey.” 

“You want to see Miss Growler,” I snarled. 
** Tell the truth and then I’ll think of it.” 

** Well, yes ;” and he blushed. 

Now, Miss Growler was a pink and white 
beauty, perfectly proper. She ought to have 
been put somewhere else than in the center of 
a non-woman district. It rather disgusted me 
that thie fluffy-haired product of a Kentish 
apple orchard should come in the way of 
Sickles’ life. She never would appreciate 
Sickles ; less dead than alive. She was too 
cold-bloodedly English to appreciate anything 
except her national dishes. And for her sake 
we were to drive all the night through the 
fever-stricken plain to Tinnevelli, to pass 
Christmas in her neighborhood. We were not 
in Rudyard Kipling’s India, but in the India of 
the South, where it is hot the year round, and 
the nights are worse than the days, and the 
vultures pay their calls on you before the un- 
dertaker is ready to receive your carcass, 

** So you will go,” I said, after a decent pause, 

* Yes.” 

‘**T will have to go, too.” 

** Decidedly.” 

* Well,” I remarked cheerily, ‘‘I can bury 
you by noon, lunch with the Collector, and 
dine with Colonel Growler. I don’t think it 
will be time to have a flattering eulogy on the 
obituary of love. It might shake Miss Grow- 
ler’s digestive powers. Besides, Lamerk al- 
ways swears he won't preach dismally on 
Christmas morning.” 

“* Yes,” he replied wearily, ‘if I do go under, 
I should be sorry to spoil your Christmas. You 
can tuck me away quietly, and tell them after- 
ward. A death on Christmas day rather 
knocks the spots out of the festivities. Eh?” 

‘* Tt is a deuced nuisance anyway. Some fel- 
lows can never do the right thing anyhow.” 

“Ungentlemanly, to say the least,” an- 
swered Sickles. 


. . . . . 


It was Christmas eve. A fellow naturally 
associates this night with Snap Dragon, a 
dance in the kitchen and a snatched kiss, a 
roaring fire and the soothing influence of hot 
punches. It was hot enough. A kind of 
oppressive, muggy, but swearable weather. 
The dak gari, a coftia-like structure, placed 
on four iow wheels, with a flat roof, where 
you can perch your servants, and under which 
you can stow yourselves, was to take us to 
Tinnevelli. 

Our men were from the North, and the very 
devils for superstition. Sickles was far worse. 

He had three feverish attacks in quick suc- 
cession, and was so weak that we lifted him 
bodily into the aforesaid coffin. 

** Sahib bhot bimae bai,” which being trans- 
lated means, “he was sick to death,” and 
which most apparent fact I rudely denied. 


Our beds were made up, and we proceeded to 
sleep. The sliding doors were wide open, and 
showed a dismal stretch of country, glaringly 
whitein the bright shine of the moon, broken 
here and there with a thick patch of fruit trees, 
under which nestled a miserable huttage, and 
trom which emanated a strong, though pleas- 
ing, smell of cattle—a sweet scent when you 
arealone on the desert, I can assure you. 

Sickles lay fora time on his side, looking at 
the country, and mumbling something pre- 
eminently stupid about Edith—that was Miss 
Growler. 

I didn’t answer him, He began to shake, 
and I knew another attack was on him. I 
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I suppose an ordinary fever 


go. Isha’n’tseeher. I feel lam going through. 
I've spoiled your Christmas, but don’t spoil 
hers.” 

** Nonsense, nonsense ; that’s always the way 
you spoke,” and I pulled open the slides, He 
leaned out eagerly, and drew in along breath 
of the fast cooling air. 

‘*No, my pulse is going,” he said. ‘ I can’t 
feel it. It should be stronger. It’s only a 
question now of hours. We had better stop.” 

‘* Sickles, you are a brute,” I said, almost 
choking. ‘‘ Why do you—yes, why do you up- 
set my nerves?” 

“Your hand, old boy. 
through tight places togecher, Armiger. Both 
you and I have seen and scented death. Iam 
marked for the slaughter, Tell Edith I thought 
of her to the last.” His voice was getting 
weaker. 

He threw his head on one side and gazed out. 
A hideous black thing floated by. The dak 
gari stopped, 

‘* How is the sahib?” said an anxious voice 
and a still more frightened face. 

‘“‘ITam well,” said Sickles feebly. ‘ Drive 
on.” He raised himself, and threw his head on 
my shoulder. 

* Armiger, I'm going. Good-bye.” 

There was alittle rattling in his throat; a 
quiver ran through his huge frame, His head 
sank lower on my breast and—— 

I pulled the slide to; I heard the men on 
the gari roof give ashout as if affrighted by 
some foul thing. 

Again the carriage stopp2d and again was 
the question put. 

**Hush,” I said, “the sahib is sleeping.” 
We passed Colonel Growler’s bungalow at four. 
The morning was actually cool. I saw already 
the preparations for the matutinal ride, and 
saw her gray Arab which poor Sickles so much 
admired, 


We have been 


I buried Sickles before noon. I thought I 
would have told Edith, but I saw her happy 
face look strangely enquiringly at the house— 
and I obeyed Sickles. 


The American missionary, God biess him, 
who read the prayers over his humble grave, 
and I dined together.—J. H. Gilmour in San 
Francisco News Letter. 





Making a Raise. 


There's a certain business man in Chicago 
who is as cranky as he can well be and is at 
the same time very careless in his business 
affairs. But he is very rich and has a big es- 
tablishment, and not an employee likes him, 
About a year ago one of his cierks, gettiog 
$1,000 a year, approached him on the subject of 
an increase in salary. The old man got hot in 
a minute. 

** How much are you getting now?” he asked. 

The clerk was about to tell him when a 
heppy thought struck him. 

‘*T wo thousand a year,” he replied firmly. 

‘“Um-um,” he said, ‘‘you are a good clerk 
and Ill see what can be done for you.” 

‘hen he dismissed the clerk and called in 
the manager. 

‘* Make Jones’ salary $1,800 a year,” he said. 

The manager was about to offer an explana 
tion. 

*Do as I tell you,” said the old man. ‘I'll 
teach the young upstart to come in here dictat- 
ing to me how much money to pay my people.” 

By this time the manager had comprehended 
the situation, and he forthwith put Jones on 
the $1,800 list, and six months later, when the 
old man found how he had been worked, he 
called Jones in and told him he would restore 
him to the $2,000 list, and Jones was shrewd 
enough to take the twinkle in the old man's 
eye in good faith and say nothing.— Detroit 
Free Press, 


+. 


An Easy One. 








Casey was digging a ditch in the street in 
front of his house for the purpose of making a 
connection with the sewer. He had a large 
pile of dirt thrown upin the roadway, and he 
was rapidly increasing it when stopped by a 
policeman, 

‘* Phat are yez doin’ there, Casey ?” 

** Don't yer see Oi'm diggin’ ?” 

‘“*Hov yeza permit to blockade the sthrate 
with that pile of dirt?” 

* Oi hov not.” 

“Thin don’t yer know that yez hov no right 
to put thot dirt there?” 

‘*Phat will Oi do wid it, thin?” enquired the 
puzzled Casey. 

“Oh, jist dig another hole an’ +’ro it in,” 
answered the man of the brass buttons as he 
sauntered slowly away, swinging his club,— 
Boston vournal, 
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Cuban Affairs, 








The much advertised Cuban revolution has 
apparently been postponed on account of the 
weather. The leaders, two brothers named 
Sartorus, or something of the kind, were 
coldly received, hence the fizzle. 

It is nothing unusual to read of a revolu- 
tionary tidal wave that is to sweep over the 
‘“‘ever-faithful isle,” but it never sweeps, The 
war cloud looms up and then it looms down 
again, making a very cheap dramatic perform- 
ance. We read that there is war in the air, 
but it stays there and nobody is hurt. 

The Spanish government has adopted a re- 
markably successful plan to squelch revolu- 
tions in Cuba, The old plan of stamping out 





pense for quinine and caskets was very heavy, 
so the Captain General tried a new remedy. 

Whenever a Cuban patriot obtains sufficient 
influence to start a revolution, he is soothed 
with hush-money, even as the young husband 
administers paregoric to the colicky infant. A 
few thousand dollars paid over to the leaders 
of the threatened revolution cause the fires of 
patriotism to burn low, just as a hundred-dol- 
lar bill in the hands of the foreman of an Amer 
ican jury brings about a sudden unanimity in 
the previously hung jury. It takes money to 
“explain things” to certain American con- 
gressmen, so a celebrated American railroad 
magnate testified before an investigating com- 
mittee.— Texas Siftings. 








Undue Curiosity. 


Usually the private affairs of other people 
are of more interest to the average man or 
woman than any other. ‘‘ Would you like to 
look through the big telescope?” asked one 
girl of another, to which the latter replied, like 
a true daughter of Eve, ‘No, I'd rather a 
great deal look through a keyhole.” 

By the way, glass windows were first used 
in the year 1180. Previous to that time domes- 
tic affairs were observed through knot holes. 

Nothing stirs upa woman’s curiosity or ex- 
asperates her so much as to have a newsboy 
scoot along the street about miduight, bellow- 
ing: “Eresyerextry! Turble woggle, woggle 
loo! All ’bout ‘sposion and death. Eresyer- 
extry!” 

History is full of remarkable illustrations of 
excessive curiosities. The Queen of Sheba per- 
formed a tedious pilgrimage merely to get a 
sight of King Solomon. A woman once 
jammed herself into a clock-case to acquire the 
secrets of masonry. Acton encountered a 
cruel death in order to learn what stuff a god- 
dess was made of, and curiosity to know what 
cards an opponent is holding has caused much 
financial distress. Yes, indeed, curiosity 
makes countless thousands mourn. 

Speaking of curiosity, the Art Museum in 
Central Park is full of natural curiosities, but 
none of them are as great as the natural 
curiosity to know how Tammany is going to 
fare at the Cleveland pie counter.— Texas Sift- 
ings, 





Failed to Size up His Congregation. 


‘*Now,” said the professor of magic, “I am 
about to undertake a feat in which I shall 
require the use of a pint flask of whisky.” 

There was a dead silence. 

** Will some gentleman in the audience favor 
me with a pint flask of whisky?” asked the 
professor, advancing to the front of the plat- 
form. 

There was no response, and things were be- 
coming embarrassing. 

* Surely,” he said, “‘in a Southeastern Ken- 
tucky community I ought not to have to aska 
second time for sucha thing. I pledge you 
my word I will return it uninjured. Is there 
no—” 

“Stranger,” spoke up a tall, gaunt, hard- 
featured man on a front seat, ‘“‘wouldn't a 
quart flask do jest as well?” 

‘Why, certainly. I merely——” 

But the generous, open-handed audience had 
risen asone man and wagon the way to the 
platform.—Chicago Tribune. 


For Tired Brain 
USE HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE, 

Dr. O. S. Stout, Syracuse, N.Y., says: ‘I 
gave it to one patient who was unable to trans- 
act the most ordinary business, because his 
brain was ‘tired and confused’ upon the least 
mental exertion. Immediate nefit, and 
ultimate recovery followed.” 














No Change. 
“Do you find things much changed in New 


SS 


| 


Yor«x?” said a gentleman to an old man who | 


had lived in foreign countries all his life, and 
was here on a visit. 

“Almost everything is changed, except the 
pavements. They are just the same as they 
were when my grandfather was a boy. They 
ain’t a bit worse now than they were then.” 


A Member of the Ontario Board of Health 
Says: 

** T have prescribed Scott’s Emulsion in Con 
sumption, and even when the digestive powers 
were weak it has been followed by ated re- 
sults.” H, P. Yeomans, A.B,, M.D. 


—_—_——_ +e — 


‘*Dat’s jess de way!” said Rastus. ‘ Here 
I's stole and stole chickings for years an’ never 
got caught, But de minnit I goes an’ buys a 

en for supper I|’m ‘rested s’picion. Honesty's 
de wust policy I ebber seed.” 


If You Have 
Serofula, 
Sores, Boils, or 
any other skin disease, 
take 


AYER'S 


SARSAPARILLA 
the Superior 
Blood-Purifier 
and Spring Medicine. 
Cures others, 


will cure you 
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Son—Well, you would have been penniless, 
— I’d have had a chance to become a useful 
citizen. 





From Rymal’s Home. 


MIDDLEPoRT, May 29 —Mr. Archie Rymal of 
Brantford, was an old-time resident of this place. 
As his many friends believed his case incurable, 
it may be imagined that the following para- 
graph from the Courier was gratifying to 
everyone : 

**Mr. Rymal’s case which is known to be 
true, proves beyond a doubt that Dodd’s Kid- 
ney Pills are of great merit for the purposes 
they are intended, viz: Bright's disease of the 
kidneys, rheumatism, backache, etc. It has 
certainly attracted the attention of the public 
by several marvelous cures, and Mr. Rymal's 
case occurring in this city brings the truth 
home to every fireside in Brantford and 
vicinity.” 





Rembrandt the Remnant. 


“I saw a painting by an old master to-day in 
New York,” said Mrs. Spriggins, 

‘* What was his name ?” asked Spriggins, 

“Let me see—Remnant, I think. Yes, I'm 
sure it was Remnant. He was one of the last 
of the great painters, I believe.” 





World’s Fair and Back. 


The shortest and best route from Canada to 
the Columbian Exposition is via the new 
Wabash, Detroit & Chicago short line just 
opened, and is now running four solid trains 
dally, passing through principal Canadian cities 
without any change, finest sleeping day 
coaches and diniog cars in the world, landing 
passengers at Dearborn station in the business 
center of the city, near cable cars and leading 
hotels. Take no World's Fair ticket unless it 
reads via Detroit and the banner route. Full 
particuiars from any railroad agent or J. A. 
Richardson, Canadian Passenger Agent. north- 
east corner King and Yonge streets, Toronto. 





A Fit Substitute. 


“Do you think ,travel broadens the mind ?” 
asked Barker at the club. 

‘It depends on the mind,” replied Warren. 
“I think a glove-stretcher would do quite as 
well for Chappie Bronson’'s, for instance.” 





New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the title of the latest illustrated pamphlet 
issued by the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have attracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location. Send to A, J. 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Ont., for a copy free of 
expense, 





“* Johnny, Mr. Barlow tells me he caught you 
in his apple tree to-day. What were you doing 
there?” 

** Studying.” 

‘““What? Don’t lie to me, Johnny. What 
were you studying?” 

** Apples.” 








Fortune Teller (to extravagantly dressed 
girl)—Your husband will be a poor man— 
unless 

Maiden (eagerly)—l nless what ? 

Fortune Leller— You dress more economically 
than you do now, 






Diseases are oftem dithcult to remedy. 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


OF PURE NORWEGIAN COD LIVER 
Ol AND HYPOPHOSPHITES 
OF LIME AND SODA, 


will restore a lost appetite. lost ‘lesh, 
and check wasting diseases, especial- 
ly in children, with wonderful rapidity. 
Coughs and colds are easily killed by a 
few doses of this remarkable remedy. 
PALATABLE AS MILK. Be sure to get 


e genuine, put up in salmon-colored 









tppers. 


Prepared only by Scott & Bowne. Belleville. 








Unlike the Dutch Process 
No Alkalies 


— OR— 


Other Chemicals 


are used in the 
preparation of 


" W. BAKER & CO.’S 


BreakfastCocoa 


which is absolutely 
\ pure and soluble. 


j thas morethan three times 
the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or 
a Sugar, and is far more eco- 
nomical, costing less than one cent @ cup. 
It is delicious, nourishing, and EASILY 
DIGESTED, cideaenebaiaaeld 
Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass, 








Piso’s “emedy for Catsrmh is the 


CATARRH 


Sold by druggi: ts or sent by mail, 0c. 
E. T. Has 2ltine, Warren, Pa, U 8. A. 
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«Saturday Night’’ Out of Town. 





Are you going to the mountains, the sea- 
shore or to Muskoka this summer ? Wher- 
ever you go you can have your favorite 
paper. SATURDAY NIGHT is mailed to any 
address in Canada or United States for 20c. 
a month; to foreign addresses 25c. a 
month. 





The Drama. 





HE production of Erminie cc- 
cupied the Grand during the 
first half of the week. It, being 
a musical and social event, is 
treated in its proper corner of 
this paper. Sothern, at the 
same house, is making the lat- 
ter half of the week and the 

last three nights of the season famous among 
theater-goers. None should miss the oppor- 
tunity of seeing him, for it is becoming harder 
every year to buy his absence from New York, 
even for a three nights’ engagement. 

7m 


Moore’s Musee possesses a strong list of at- 
tractions this week in the theater. The Mc- 
Avoys give some good songs and dances, and 
Nettie Bond has a very remarkable power of 
enunciatiun, her songs being very distinct 
and heard at the end of the theater. Do- 
lan and Lessbair introduce an act which 
mainly consists of mind reading and is 
very similar to that of Mr. and Mrs, Rouchere, 
who were here a short time ago. They are fol- 
lowed by an extremely graceful dancer, Jessie 
Lindsay, in a Spanish dance which is very 
picturesque and induces one to think that 
Spain is a pleasant country to livein. Burns 
and Burns, in a very clever musical 
act in which they perform with skill upon half 
a dozen instruments, bring the entertainment 


to a close, 
* 


The Upper Hand has been running this week 
at Jacobs & Sparrow’s, and next week The 
Diamond Breaker will come. After that there 
will be one further attraction, the season 
closing June 17. 


* 

On the Queen's Birthday at Victoria park 
and at the House of Providence grounds, Clif- 
ford M. Calverley, the young man who has 
recently sprung into such prominence as a 
high wire artist, gave both afternoon and 
evening performances. He is really a pheno- 
menon, and it isno wonder that he wasin such 
demand for the holiday. It has often been 
pointed out that his performance over the 
Niagara gorge excels Blondtn’s famous act, in 
that his wire was a mere thread compared 
with Blondin’s cable, but Calverley not only 
walks the high wire, but proves-himself a 
regular acrobat. He indulges in high kicking, 
uses his pole for a skipping rope, takes a sud- 
den header to one side and catches by his 
knees and then by his toes, walks on stilts, 
turns round and round, carrying the pole 
around with him, balances himself on a chair, 
reading a paper and smoking a cigarette, walks 
blindfolded and stands on his head. He also 
puts a stove in a wheelbarrow, goes to the 
middle of the wire and cooks a meal. All these 
things he does and many more equally daring, 
never with the slightest embarrassment or 
show of caution. Some people cannot enjoy 
looking at a high wire walker, but the great 
majority are thrilled and fascinated by it. It 
necessitates a courage and agility that 
are admirable, and although there is 
a foolhardiness about it that we all 
affect to condemn, yet in truth we secretly have 
an interest in one who in ary line outstrips all 
predecessors. This young Torontonian who in 
the course of a year has surpassed all the wire- 
walking records of history, is therefore an ob- 
ject of legitimate interest and when he next 
season, under the management of Mr. E. S. 
Jackson, sets out to astonish Europe the good. 
will of this city will go with him. 





An Irish Race Meeting. 


HAT Irish race-courses are situated 
as a rule several miles from any- 
where, is not accounted one of 
their disadvantages, for it is the 
“going to” and “returning from” 

the course which to a great extent constitutes 
the pleasure you derive from attending a race 
meeting. A good plan is not to expect much 
of the races and then you will not be dis 
appointed. 

If you are in Dublin, or any other of the 
Irish cities, and read in one of the newspapers 
that a certain regiment of Hussars are about 
to hold their steeplechases and you decide to 
attend, there will be first a journey by rail to 
the largest town within ten miles of the 
course, where you will have to put up for the 
night, 

You need have no fear of not enjoying this 
part of the excursion, for in any season save 
the dead of winter a railway journey is most 
enjoyable. Then there are usually enough good 
whist players assembled in the hotel parlor in 
the evening to get up a game, which you can 
prolong into the small hours if you so desire, 
for you will not have to rise early on the 
morrow. 

Early in the afternoon there will be a special 
train to the railway station nearest the course, 
but having reached this don’t attempt to walk 
to the track. Drive a bargain with one of the 
many car-drivers to take you there for a shill- 











high hedge. The combination forms a verit- 
able man-trap. Close to this jump you will al- 
ways find a bevy of ladies, why, no one knows. 
This afternoon when a young lady joined a 
group near it, she was asked if she had come 
to see a man broken all up into little bits. 
She replied that she had, and that it was also 
her desire to get a piece of one who had been 
so treated, to carry away as a memento. 
Another Don’t I give unto you. Don’t take 
any tips or even use your own judgment and 
bet with the bookmakers. If you really want 
to lose your money, make up hat poolg with 
your friends, then you will only have your luck 
to blame and not your judgment or credulity. 
When you get to the station, select a car- 
riage where the men appear congenial, and pile 
in and fill it up. Then there will, in all proba- 
bility, be a round of stories to enliven the re- 
turn journey. The stories will be of the short 
and scrappy variety, somewhat in this strain. 
This particular story was told bya fox-hunty 
looking old gentleman. Talking about big 
walls he said reminded him of a part of the 
country he used to ride. The earth walls 
were so high and wide that it’ took 
two jumps to clear one. You had first 
to jump on top of it and then jump down, 
and you sometimes found the field you jumped 
into a foot or so lower than the one 
you jumped from. There were two friends, 
strangers to that part of the country, who at- 
tempted to follow the hounds. They had just 
got well away and were riding along at a stiff 
pace when the one ahead encountered such a 
fence, and his horse taking him over it on the 
double-jump plan dropped him out of sight of 
his friend behind, who, upon losing sight of 
him, reined in and yelled out: ‘‘ What’s over 
there ?” and as all the reply he could get out of 
his friend was, ‘‘ Thank God, I am,” he rode 
along until he found a five-bar gate, which he 
jumped in preference. Having finished this 
story the old gentleman leaned back and 
chuckled, then essaying to wipe the per- 
spiration from his bald head wiped off 
his spectacles, which he had pushed up 
under his hat so that they would be handy 
if needed. After this followed ‘‘ eagle” stories, 
“dog” stories and ‘‘men and women ” stories, 
Our party reached home safe, sound and 
hungry. It is now bedtime, and I have “ that 
tired feeling” combined with headache. Moral 
—Don’'t drink bottled ale sold on race-courses, 
Au revoir. Harry A, Brown. 
Clonmel, Ire. 


ing, and then get on the car. You will then, 
in all probability, have a drive of at least two 
Irish miles before you. 7 

Ihave just returned from attending such a 
race-meeting, and while the memory of it is 
fresh I may as well tell you of some of the 
things I saw and did, and some things not to 
do should you ever attend one which re- 
sembles it. 

In the first place, don’t travel first-claes— 
travel third, It is ten chances to one but that 
on such an excursion all the first-class car- 
riages will be over-crowded, and you will be 
compelled to travel third, with a first-class 
ticket in your pccket. 

Should such an incident as the following 
happen to you on the journey tothe course, it 
is always well to keep your temper. Now, 
when yourself and one or two companions 
have comfortably ensconced yourselves in as 
clean a third-class smoking apartment as you 
can find, don’t growl and look surly if the 
balance of the apartment is filled up by a party 
of three ladies, each accompanied by a gentle- 
man. Don’t assure them that they are in a 
third-class smoking apartment ; they know it 
to their sorrow. They have been forced, as I 
have said before, to travel third, even if they 
have paid for first. If it is any pleasure to you, 
take to yourself the compliment which their 
presence in your compartment implies. They 
will have chosen your particular compartment 
because your friends and yourself are presum- 
ably gentlemen, and as gentlemen don’t smoke 
where ladies are, don’t make any ado about it 
but quietly drop your cigar out of the window, 
and if you can’t succeed in getting interested 
in a newspaper, listen to the ladies talk 
‘*horse” or “rider.” 

Now, most ladies are proficient talkers on the 
latter subject, and you may hear something in- 
teresting. Men who ride, and especially 
officers who ride, are the ladies’ especial pets, 
so why should they not be proficient? Who 
ever knew a person with a hobby who couldn’t 
talk you to death on it?) Then they never have 
any trouble in finding something to say on 
such a topic, for if all else fails there is always 
someone’s broken arm or skull to ask about. 
This may account for its popularity. 

Should one of the ladies become too en- 
thusiastic in the praises of an absent officer, 
one of her gentleman companions is liable to 
become sarcastic—that is, as sarcastic as pos- 
sible. 

His attempt usually runs somewhat in this 
style: ‘‘Ah, yes; very democratic fellow. 
Rides in third-class carriages on principle, 
don’t you know. Sayscthere should be 
no classism. Very unromantic fellow, too, 
don’t you know ; punches a football for exer- 
cise every morning. Ah, beastly odd fellow, 
don’t you know. Shouldn't wonder if he 
committed suicide.” 

When the cardriver pulls up at a gateway, 
within sight of the stand, don’t let him per- 
suade you that it is as near as he can take you. 
He only wants to get rid of you so that he will 
be able to hurry back to get a second load from 
the station, and after the races are over you 
will find him with his car backed neatly up 
against the stand gate, using all his eloquence 
to persuade you and others to patronize his car 
for the return journey. 

To see the races will not cost you anything 
if you stay in the field. The stand will cost 
you five shillings if you patronize it, but you 
may as well forego this slight expense and stay 
in the field, unless you wantto save money. This 
sounds paradoxical, but I assure you that by 
the time the afternoon is over you will have 
found the field the dearest place. 

In the first place, you will think that becauce 
you have deprived yourself of the stand you 
can afford to give pennies to blind beggars, of 
which there will be plenty handy looking for 
such people as yourself, and before the after- 
noon is over you will have the satisfaction of 
running across one of them, watching a close 
race with more interest than yourself, for it is 
quite probable that he has more money on it 
than you have. 

A race meeting is never complete without 
the two clowns who do tumbling, and crack 
hoary -headed jokes, of which the following is a 
good sample. The clowns speak a good brogue 
and the dialogue is made up of short, concise 
sentences. 

**Sure an’ it’s mesilf as knows where there’s 
an iligint collection of mile-stones,” says clown 
number one. 

* Where?” askes number two. 

** Down by the church,” says the first. 

‘“*Arrah, go ‘long; those are tombstones,” 
replies number two. 

‘“They’re mile-stones,” reiterates number 



























































Western Studies from Life. 


A MAN, 


HERE is no man in the world who 
so frankly reveals his individu- 
ality and is so careless of your 
criticisms thereon, as the Ameri- 
can of the West. He is touchy 

about his city, open to flattery about his wife, 
adoring and slavish to his children, but ut- 
terly callous about himself. He is your de- 
voted cavalier, the recipient of your confi- 
dences, the bearer of your burdens, and of all 
imaginable escorts the most perfect. No mat- 
ter how big a business he manages, his brains 
and thoughts and protection are yours while 
he is in charge of you. He may havea strike 
on hand, but the fact won't be known to you, 
unless you stumble on it by chance. He does 
what you suggest ; your whims are his wishes. 
While he is full of knowledge and resource he 
willingly puts aside his own ideas and enters 
into yours with hearty sympathy and interest. 
He listens deferentially to your words and only 
asserts himself on a pinch, to help you out 
with a phrase, a simile, or a climax, for want of 
which you pause and falter. His laugh is in- 
fectious, but not boisterous ; his humor quaint 
and bright. He is deliciously modest as to 
his own attainments, rather reticent as 
to his own affaires, just and courteous to 
the stranger, quiet and cordial to the friend. 
He dresses beautifully, unostentatiously, buat 
delicately mindful of all the niceties of small 
things which make for refinement and ex- 
quisite neatness. He considers it a duty he 
owes to others to appear to the best advantage. 
If he wears a beard it is trimmed in the cut 
most suited to his avocations and predilections ; 
if he is clean-shaven, his expressive mouth, 
snowy teeth and tirm-cut chin are further re- 
velations good to look at. He is towards 
women incapable of a doubtful word. 
It never occurs to him to retail to them 
an unclean story, even though they stand 
so nearly related as to be with him one 
flesh, In the West the women tell the 
doubtful stories to each other and you 





























































one. ‘ Didn’t I see the numbers on them?” seldom hear a husband quoted as their author- 
“‘Ob, hould yer whist,” says number two| ity. The Western man is nature's gentleman ; 
contemptuously. ‘Those numbers are only to | the Western woman, except by rare chance, 






is not worthy of him. His quiet reserve and 
thoughtfulness for others, his care for the 
niceties of habit and speech, his gentle tactand 
manly willingness to take all the crust and 
give the woman he cherishes all the cake, 
make his memory dear tothe one who gives 
him consideration. His calm and unperturbed 
confronting of severe and disastrous business 
crises; his courageous hopefulness and unabat- 
ed pluck in the face of reverses ; his adaptability 
and resource in trying situations ; his self. 
abnegation and devotion, all expressed in a 
matter-of-course way that wins one’s respect 
and regard—these traits are the glory of the 
Western man in his high and not half appre- 
ciated manhood. God bless him ! 
A WOMAN. 

Above all else she aims to cultivate manner, 
pose, tone. She anxiously apportions her 
smile to express the very emotion proper to the 
moment. A volume might be written on the 
Western woman's smile! Beside it the Eastern 
smile degenerates into a meaningless grimace. 
She is never languid—but even when quiet, 
which is rarely, she is alert, forceful and 
primed for any demand upon her mental! and 
physical might. She is charmingly cordial, 
even if she has never laid eyes on nor heard of 
you until the moment when you stand van- 
quished by the sunshine of her smile. She 
thinks before she speaks, just a second’s 
pause, a gathering of her wits together, a con- 
centrating of herself, as it were, that she may 
give you of her best, This is to the sensitive 
soul such a subtle flattery that it can only be 
met by admiring attention and never ade- 
quately returned, The Western woman is 
absolutely fearless; night may be dark, man 


tell the people as is buried there, how far they 
live from one another.” 

Then the crowd haw haws, and while one of 
the clowns passes around the hat the other 
one demonstrates how eggs can be extracted 
from an empty bag. 

Everybody, you know, has a ‘‘system ” of bet- 
ting which is sure to win at such games as rou- 
lette,and I was no exception. I had longawaited 
achance to give it a fair trial, and as there were 
roulette tables galore on the course I changed 
four shillings into pennies and proceeded to 
select a table for my play. If my system 
proved a sure winner, as I expected it would, 
there were in my mind dim visions of a pilgrim- 
age to Monte Carlo’s vaulted and frescoed 
hails. However, like all systems propounded 
so far, mine proved a failure, yet I believe it 
had some merits, for it took the roulette man 
over an hour to win my four shillings, but then 
a dollar an hour is not bad pay even for a man 
who runs a roulette table. 

Then there are the three card monte men, 
Now this is one of the things which though 
old is always new. No matter how often one 
has seen this trick performed, one always is 
filled with the conviction that he can pick 
the winning card, I don’t set myself up as an 
exception, for even this afternoon I lost more 
from my hankering to pick it than the editor, 
no matter how liberal he may be, will give me 
for this article. 

One of the proper things to do, should you 
stay in the field, isto go over and watch the 
riders take what I think is called the “ regula- 
tion” jump. This jump consists first of a 
whitewashed bar, about a foot above the 
ground, then a wide ditch surrounded by a 
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may be dull, mice may 
scurry round the room 
—the Western woman 
will allow a moment- 
ary dilation of her open 
nostril, or a tiny com- 
pression of her sensi- 
tive lips to whisper of 
impatience, that is all, 
Her inner soul adores 
mil-linery, dress, orna- 
ments, and when you 
fail fo kindle the di- 
vine spark in any other 
way you can blow a 
‘fair flame if you desire 
a description of her 
very dearest gown— 
either present or to 
come—of course a past 
gown is an impossi- 
bility. As to her atti- 
tude towards men — 
she usual'y ignores 
them. Nothing is more 
amazing to the untu- 
tored mind of the 
Easterner than the re- 
lations of the sexes 
among the cultured 
classes of the West. 
A Western woman 
would no more dream 
of addressing her hus- 
band by a pet name, or 
indeed, seldom by his 
Christian name, than 
she would dream of de- 
corating his coat-tails 
with a ribbon sash. 
When she doesn’t ig- -——— 
nore him, she gracious- 


ly tolerates him ; if you try to discuss him with 
her she changes the subject. She has positively 
no interest in nor ideas upon the matter. In 
the matter of her household she is very gener- 
ous, moderate, but insistent. Things must be 
properly attended to; children must not be 
neglected, though she doesn’t often spend 
personal effort upon their care—her sway is 
that of a Czarina, who acknowledges no Czar; 
her servants admire her and admit her superi- 


ority, though they do not respect 


her in the 


least. She is, when it suits her, hard and in- 
different, but never obtuse. She rules while 
she has power to draw breath, and if she could 
not rule she would just as leave die. She has 


opinions and likes to express them ; 


she burns 


to convert other women to her ideas ; she may 
be a Delsartean, or a woman suffrage leader, 
or a politician of one party or the other; what- 
ever she is, she throws her mind and will and 
influence fearlessly into the question. She can 
argue, so she thinks, but she is never logical, 
nor can she always give a reason for the hope 
that is in her. In religious matters she is, as 
might be expected, a formalist, and no one 
trait in her is quite so puzzling as her attitude 


towards spiritual things. 
clear-minded, capable and elegant 


She is a clever, 


thing, but 


she does not fill the bill which in the East sums 
up the qualities of the perfect woman. 





A Plea for Humanity. 


G. E. D. 


OME, let us talk of graves, worms 


and epitaphs. 


What is it that 


children love about a trolley car? 

Have you watched them playing 

sportively about the cars lately? 
At first you approach with confidence and 
advice, But the children care nothing for you 
nor your advice and they take no round-about 
way of telling you so. You retire with precipi- 
tation as from a hornet’s nest. They also care 
nothing for the worn-out horse.car, but give 
them sparks, a whizz and danger, and you give 


them happiness. 


After school the small boy and his sister 
come to the trolley car. It is not the sister 
who is able to take care of herself, not at all 
the sister who goes to school, but it is the 


youngest of the family, who 
uncertain legs, 
yet quite inarticulate. She 
the trolley car, it is her own 


nursery toy and the small boy cannot compete 
with her in daring. He would much rather be 
without her, for it sometimes enters even his 
mind that this rash young female connection 
of his must be in danger. It does not seem 
natural even to him to see a small person 
whose locomotion is still to a great extent 
overcome by clothes, gaily tottering in front of 
an agonized motor-man. One day last week a 
boy who is coming to the age when we enter- 
tain vague ideas on the value of life, encount- 
ered a party of train wreckers. He is sensitive, 
having asister of his own who wears a blue 


plush cape by which I have 


remove her from immediate contact with 
the wheels. Three young tender plants had 
provided themselves with lumps of coal which 
they arranged carefully on the 
and then retired to ambush, leaving a sister, 
scarcely visible to the naked eye, owing to her 
extreme youth, to see what happened. My 
young friend couldn’t approve of this ; he didn’t 
care about the train-wrecking, but the girl—he 
addressed a somewhat impassioned remon- 
strance on the subject to the ambush. They 
received it with jeers and contumely and he 
moved away, his eyes fixed on the sister, with 
the hurt and astonished expression of the well 


meaning but unappreciated giver of 


Was she killed? Not that time ; neither was | 
the car wrecked, which evidently grieved the 


small boy and his sister very much, 


= 


Recognized His Own Handiwork. 


The Reverend Mr, Harps (mildly sarcastic)— 
I believe there was one person in the congrega- 
tion who did not look around when the last 
comer entered. For his benefit I will say that 
the person who just came in was Brother 


Limpy Wadkins, 


Alkali Ike (who did not look around)—Much 
obliged, Parson ; but I knowed who it was 
‘thout lookin’. Reco’nized him by the sound of 


his walk. I did it for him myself, 
Cause For Thanks. 





Boy—Father sent me up to say that he would 
be very thankful if you wouldn't lay any more 


carpets tc-night—he can’t sleep—— 


and whose speech is as 
gloats over 


has fat, 


particular 


seen him 


tracks, 


advice, | 


PENNY. 





B. Flat—Go down and tell your father not to 
let my hammering prevent him from feeling 
thankful—tell him to be thankful his carpets 
are laid—and, above all, to be thankful he sent 


you up instead of coming himself, 


Git out! 


June 3, 1898 











Mine isthe Month of [Rcces; yee, ard mine 


The Month of Marriages! All pleasant 
sights 
And scente, the rregrance of the blorecm'ng 
vine, 


The foliage of the valleye and the hej; hte. 


Mine are the longest days, the loveliest 
nights ; 
The mower’s scythe makes music to my 
ear; 
Iam the mother of all dear delights; 
T am the fairest daughter of the year. 
—Longfellow. 


Give Us a Show. 


“or Saturday Night. 


(Nors.—The following verses were comp¢ sed and written 
by a prisoner in the Toronto Gaol within the past fortnight. 
The editor cf Sarurpay Nieut, from a personal knowledge 
of the fact, vouches for it, and gives the verses to the public. 
The writer of the verses is not of a poetic turn, but in serv- 
ing a term of imprisonment for drunkenness, he resented 
the debasement of which he was keenly conscious, and 
experienced an intensity of emotion that found for his 
a an unfamiliar method of expression. These lines 
are the result. Asa voice from the cells, full of the prison- 
— of heart, this plaint should be listened to.— 

D ‘ 





There's a moan that zoes from these gaol celle, 
A heart-ory that God only hears, 

In the fierce undertone that runs with it 
The hise of the devil appears. 

There's a prayer for the justice of heaven, 
And a curse for all things below, 

And ite burden, as upward it rises, 
Is, give us poor devils a show ! 


On these leaves of a tattered old Bible, 
It’s wicked, but somehow it suite, 

With the stub of a pencil Dan Kidney 
Brought here in one of his boots, 

I'll appeal to men’s sense of what's justice, 
To Toronto's sense of what's right, 

On behalf of us men, for we are men, 
Supposing we sometimes get tight. 


We've our faults. Why shouldn't we have them ? 
I started in life as a kid 
A-hustling and selling the papers, 
And lived as most street Arabs did. 
And if some of our habits are painful, 
Are what people call fearful low,” 
Why, that surely is not any reason 
We shouldn't be given a show ! 


That the fairest of Canada’s cities 
Should have to rely for defence, 

On those men who are chosen for inches 
And not on account of their sense— 

On a lot cf fat, foreign-bred birelings, 
Too vicious or stupid to know 

That in Canada every freeman 
Has a fair and ¢quare right to a show, 


Is a shame—yes, a shame—and we au ffer. 
Although we're not all of us crooks, 
The slips that we made in our boyhood 
Are noted in head quarters booke, 
And they know it, these brags-buttoned bullies, 
And when maddened by bluster and blow, 
We arise in our manhood, resist them, 
And are we then given a show? 


They club us, these big-waisted heroes, 
Who wish to be sergeants some day, 
And to have a large record, arresting, 
Is the surest and easiest way. 
They take no chances themeelves, though ; 
They shoot ere they're hurt, well we know, 
And against both their pistols and batons 
We haven't got much of a show. 


Half-unconscious and wounded and bleeding, 
We're thrown in half-satisfied rage 

In that hell-hole cf filth and of torture, 
That underground dungeon, ‘‘ the cage.” 

In the morning when dazed and nerve-shakep 
We're all marshaled up from below, 

The colonel that day's in a hurry, 
And are we then given a show? 


Our half-boyish sprees are all raked up, 
And noted and thrown In our face. 

Can we never start fresh? Must we carry 
A handicap all through the race ? 

And two monthr’ of life are then wasted 
In moving the bill here below, 

For policemen all want promotion, 
While all that we want is a show. 


In the quiet ¢f our cells, bitter brooding, 
The shadows of night drawing in, 

Our heart-stringe they tighten within us 
And crush all out except sin. 

We'll return to the world we're at war with 
And through it we'll recklesely go, 

And we fear not and care not for persons 
Refusing to give us a show. 


History telle, in all social upheavale, 
When anarchv’s rife it the Strate, 

The criminal’s found in the vanguard, 
The hell-hound of vengeance and hate. 

If one comes in our time, we will be there, 
And then men will probably know 

That we demons are merely the outcome 
Of not being given a show. 


Trust the Children. 
Trust the children! Never doubt them ! 
Build a wail cf love about them. 
After sowing seeds of duty, 
Trust them for the flowers of beauty. 





Trust the children! Don’t suspect them | 
Let your cor fidence direct them. 

At the hearth, or in the wildwood, 

Meet them on the plane of childhood. 


Trust the little ones! Ren ember 
May ie not like chill December, 

Let not words of rage or madness 
Oheck their happy notes of gladness. 


Trust the little ones! Yet guide them ! 
And, above all, ne'er deride them 

Should they trip, or should they bi uader, 
Lest you snap love's cords asunder. 


Trust the children! Let them treasure 
Mother's faith in boundless measure ; 
Father's love in them cor fiding ; 

Then no secretes they'll be hiding. 


Trust the children, just as He did, 
Who for *‘ such " once sweetly pleaded. 
Trust and guide, but never doubt them ; 
Build a wall of love about them. 
Mre. M A. Ridder in New York Ledger. 
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Between You and Me. 


HICAGO is great 
fun! I don’t 
think I ever 
passed a more 
lively and inter- 

esting ten days 

than from the 12th 
to the 22nd of the 

s. past month. Ev- 

Ma erything wen t, 

and went quickly 

—tongues, brains, 

bicycles, hours— 

everything but 
money ; that seemed to go more slowly than it 
does right here in Toronto. One can live on 
ten dollars a day in Chicago, but one can also 
live on two and have quite as good a time one 
way as the other. I know, for I have tried 
them both, Talking of the two-dollar rate 
reminds me of the Dairy Farm, a large, noisy, 
down-town cafe, where I got many a meal, not 
particularly attractive in itself, but accom- 
panied by Hungarian Gypsy music, which 
more than counterbalanced the drawbacks of 
noise, crowds and peculiarities of attendance. 
They had darkey waiters to begin with, but the 
very second morning, when I marched up to 
the door, I encountered a *‘ cloud of witnesses,” 
otherwise about forty black men on the pave- 
ment—our waiters of the day before, who had 
just gone out on strike. Confusion, Irish, 

Dutch and American, reigned within, while 

the darkeys grinned and blustered outside. 

After half an hour I got breakfast, and little 

by little the crowd outside melted away ; the 

faces of those who still stood their ground 
began to look melancholy. New importations 
of white waiters took their erratic way with 
dishes and eatables, and the Dairy Farm wea- 
thered the strike and was soon as busy as ever. 
o 

For the benefit of lots of people who are not 
too fastidious and who love the Gypsy music, 

I would say a good word for the Dairy Farm, 

which is in the heart of the city on State 

street, not three minutes’ walk from the Palm- 
er House, and the Marquette Hotel, in which 
latter hostelry is the Canadian Club, and where 

I had a quiet room with a most restful bed. 

When I viewed this room, the first thing I 

noticed was a mouse-hole. I regret to say 

that I was ashamed to object to the room on 
that account ; but when, in the stilly midnight, 

I found myself alone with that mouse hole, I 

wished I had! I put two pairs of slippers 

handy on the bed, and hesitated about putting 
out the light, but the legend depending from 
the chandelier; announcing that gas burned 
after twelve o'clock was an extra, nerved me to 

turn out the additional expense. I spread a 

newspaper on the floor, near the mouse-hole, 

and skipped nervously into dreamland. I 

don’t know how long after I was awakened by 

a little patter-patteron the newspaper. It was 

a mouse! Away flew the four slippers, one 

after the other ; the first knocked down a glass 

of water, the second hit the transom and the 
other two a locked door, from behind which 
came a snort and aloud cry, “ What are you 
trying to doin there?” I covered up my face 

with the pillow and laughed, Tne mouse did 

not come back (unlike the cat which everyone 

sings about to-day in Chicago’s new comic 





song), and my neighbor made no more 
enquiries. First thing in the morning 
I laid the mouse-hole before the _bell- 


boy and it was tinned over before aight. 
Members of the Canadian Club can have a 
respectably cosy room with or without a mouse- 
hole for a dollar a day at the Marquette. If 
you want a very nice apartment you can have 
it, at an increased price. There is a German 
cafe in the hotel where you can breakfast, dine 
and sup at more reasonable prices than in 
Toronto, considering the very nice eatables you 
are served with. You can have tea, coffee, 
beer, etc., with delightfully continental im par- 
tiality, Hungarian ‘‘ goolash,” as they call it, 
German salad (those who have eaten it in Ger- 
many know how nice it is!), and Italian 
macaroni, in perfection. The German caterer 
and his frau are as kind and attentive as can 
be, and there is the prettiest little blonde 
**Marie,” to whom I speedily surrendered my 
affections, and who took me in her especial 
care and keeping. Soundscomfortable, does it 
not? These good folks, with a very good- 
natured office clerk and a Home Rule femme- 
de chambre, made me resolve to go to the Hotel 
Marquette if I get another week in Chicago, 
and to cheerfully recommend Canadians to 
their keeping. 


7 

The first thing on Monday was of course the 
registration of names and the securing of 
badges at the Memorial Art Palace, where the 
meetings of the congress of women were to be 
held, For the badge you paid a quarter, and I 
was amused to see boys hawking these badges 
round the corridors so that anyone could buy 
them. They were not of the least use or benefit 
but of course we all had to have them, though 
we could not have told why. Then another 
queer thing was the general post oftice, 
where a parcel of boys were clerks, and 
where you might overhaul a bundle of mail 
matter under your initial, and help your- 
self, a truly convenient proceeding and one 
duly taken advantage of by those who hank- 
ered after cards for receptions, etc., as I found 
out to my great annoyance later on, my letters 
having been opened and the cards taken out by 
some woman with a quiet conscience, 

The meetings were either absorbingly inter- 
esting or the acme of boredom, just as your 
taste happens tobe. I thought the Woman's 
Suffrage was great fun, and the Dress Reform 
an absurdity. But then, I don’t want to vote, 
and I object to knee-high petticoats, bloomer 
Syrian costumes and draped gowns which sug- 
gest allsortsofideas. Dear little Mrs, Jenness- 
Miller was the prettiest woman on the Dress Re- 
form platform, Mrs. Avery wore bloomers, and 
stood on the table that we might take her style 
in properly. Mrs, Russell of New York, whose 
picture has with that of her handsome husband 
adorned the sanctum for the past two years, 
wore a gingery fawn-colored piece of cashmere 
looped and hung from her shoulders in a horrid 
messy way. When I saw that drapery I de- 
termined to tear up her photo as soon as I got 
back to Toronto, and I have religiously done so, 
Dear old, quaint, Quakery Lucy Stone made a 


most killing speech, telling of her first essay at 
dress reform two score years ago, when, as she 
expressed it, she had ease of body but great 
distress of mind on account of her bloomers, 
It was quite a relief to get away from the 
various guys, and admire the pretty hostesses 
at a swell reception at the West End Club, to 
which some of us were invited one afternoon, 
I have heard a reckless man say, since I came 
back, that there are no pretty women in 
Chicago. I wish he had seen those eight dear 
creatures sitting round two lovely rose- 
wreathed oval dining tables, pouring tea, 
coffee and chocolate for the swarms of guests, 
One of them was such a beauty that I quite 
lost my head over her, and told her frankly that 
she was the loveliest woman I had ever looked 
at. And she laughed so sweetly, and chatted 
away 89 happily, explaining that her dainty 
girlish gown of cream and pale blue was in the 
club colors, which she thought well to so 
honor. Icansee her now, in the soft lamplight, 
with her silver chocolate pitcher before her, 
and roses all about her, and only I like to keep 
her all to myself I should tell you her name |! 
* 


The main figure on the Woman’s Suffrage 
platform was, of course, the redoubtable 
spinster, Susan B. Anthony. How she did 
harangue us, to be sure, and how she did 
frighten me! She is too bony, and grim, and 
hard, and old! and her voice baffles descrip- 
tion. It is a thousand pities she isn’t some- 
body’s nice old grandmother, instead of, at 
three score and thirteen, cracking her voice 
and using very ungraceful gestures to enforce 
her views of woman and her sphere. 


I am sure some of the fruits of the Woman’s 
Rights movement will be good and precious, 
but I am equally sure that the rest of the 
harvest is not only useless but positively 
harmful. 


. 

After the congress came the World’s Fair. 
I felt atter the first day’s inspection much as 
one would on calling upon some busy house 
keeper in the middle of her house-cleaning. 
The only thing todo was to back out as fast as 
possible, with an apology and a promise to 
come again when she was settled. But there 
is no doubt about the grandeur and the inter- 
est of the Exhibition. Even to visit the elec- 
trical building alone, with its myriad wonders, 
isa liberal up-to-date education. And it was 
well worth while to go all the way from here 
for an hour in the central square, with the 
gentle evening sunlight gilding statue, pillar, 
dome and minaret, the blue lagoon reflecting 
the bluer sky, the snowy buildings stretching 
their immense but graceful facades along 
either side of the lagoon, the flying figures of 
every imaginable mermaid, neptune, nymph 
and cupid sporting in the fountain’s spray, and 
crowning the illusion which seemed to trans- 
port one into some classic city of ancient days, 
the soft Greek accents of Calliroe Parren, the 
Athenian journalist, and her handsome hus- 
band (whose profile might have dropped out of 
some cameo brooch), as they strolled and 
talked on eituer side of Lapy GAY, 


—_ 


Consoled the Wrong Man. 





A rather rakish-looking fellow occupied the 
second seat with a horse-shoe scarfpin and a 
long mustache, which he chewed spitefully as 
he looked over a veterinary surgeon's bill and 
frowned. Just ahead of hima good old Presby- 
terian preacher sat with a mourning man, who 
had just buried his wife. And, as the B. & O. 
S. W. express moved down its west-bound time- 
card, the minister spoke soothing words of 
comfort to the bereaved husband and sought to 
console him in his grief by hopes of future life 
and lessons to be learned by bitter trials here 
below. 

**She was a good woman—a very good woman, 
Henry, but the Lord had need of her, and we 
must bear it bravely.” 

The husband choked, but said nothing. 

The minister arose, passed down the car and 
took a cool drink of ice water ; then, with bended 
head and heartful mind still deep in sympathy, 
returned and sank into the seat. 

‘There may be yet some now unknown les- 
son in this loss,” said he softly to his companion, 
not staring at him in his grief. 

** Yes,” was the reply, tinged with ill-temper; 
**T'll know a dern sight better than to hire such 
a highwayman for a doctor again.” 

Somewhat surprised, the minister exclaimed, 
**But then, my friend, what is all that com- 
pared to her worth to you?” 

** But you see I had her heavily insured, and 
waen’t a red cent in the hole; but this chump 
flung the stinger into my pocketbook for all 
he’s worth, because he knew I had the stuff, 
And she ain’t been worth so much to me after 
all—she’s lost me more than she was worth 
from first to last. I'll never take up any of her 
blood again—there’s a bad streak in it.” 

Shocked beyond expression at the heartless 
words, but knowing that deep grief often un- 
seats reason, the minister sought to soothe the 
unsettled mind : 

“*T never knew her family, but she was good 
in her ways, and always did her best.” 

“Oh, yes, she’s good enough in her line, but, 
confound her skin, she never did do her ‘evel 
best. Why, blame it, man, she'd lay right down 
and give it up when she had everything her 
own way, hands down. By Joe, you ought to 
a seen her slap the mud in Nancy M.’s face at 
Sabina last fall!” 

** What!” gasped the paralyzed minister. 

“Why, she knocked her eye out in a jog trot 
till she reached the finish, and let down there— 
give up, dogone her! But I've entered her on 
the kite track at Chillicothe for the summer 
meet and if she don't pull down third money in 
the four-year-old 2.25, I'll knock a knot hole in 
her neck with a fork handle!” 

With an articulate gurgle of horror the 
minister turnea and looked at his companion. 

He had dropped by mistake into the seat with 
the Kentucky horseman, who had just received 
the doctor's bill for attendance upon his 
trotting mare during a siege of pneumonia.— 
Cincinnati Commercial Gazette. 

Great Success. 


Tretop—Our debatin’ society has been all 
winter argyin’ the question, Is Marriage a 
Failure? 

Hayrick— What'd they decide? 

Treetop—'Tain't decided yet; but them 
meetin’s has growed a bigger crop of engage- 
raents 'n any singin’ school we ever had. 
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HE Reverend Phillip Hoynton had de- 
termined to inaugurate a crusade 
against the playing of base-ball. 
The east window of his study com. 
manded a view of the grounds 

and the shouts that reached him, together with 
the general air of disturbance that prevailed at 
certain stages of the game, had long since 
convinced him that base-ball was a pernicious 
pastime, for the reasons: (1) it engendered un- 
wholesome excitement; (2) money was 
frequently wagered on-the result ; (3) because of 
a certain vague iniquity inhering in the game, 
known as the “associations.” This inimical 
spirit had slumbered passively as long as it 
could ; he read in the morning paper that a 
base-ball player had been arrested for disturb- 
ing the peace, and an alert Presbyterian con- 
science at last demanded that a spirited pro- 
test be made against the evil. 

A sermon was written, wherein he dwelt in 
a general way upon the materialistic tendency 
of the age, as exemplified by the large crowds 
that attended Sunday games; he had been 
told that six thousand people were frequently 
there at onetime. He ergued that excitement 
increased with numbers until, in an assem- 
blage such as that, it amounted to a frenzy ; 
this enervated the system, lessened the power 
to resist evil, and created a demand for stimu- 
lants, to satisfy which men used tobacco and 
rum. The result, in the case of this crowd, he 
pointed out, was six thousand nervous systems 
shattered, and, finally, as many drunkards. 
Then there was the gambling phase, and lastly, 
the “associations,” which, without specifying 
minutely, he characterized as degrading in the 
extreme, 

The sermon finished, he was seized with a 
novel idea: he would personally attend a game 
of base-ball, and thus gain some insight into 
the evil he was to assail. Of course this was 
unnecessary, a general impression that the 
game was sinful being quite sufficient and all 
that tradition demanded for the conscientious 
denunciation of any institution. Still, if he 
could deduce a few hard facts in support of his 
allegations, his remarks might carry more 
weight with a certain class he knew. 

Following this bold design, Saturday after- 
noon found him occupying, not a box, nor even 
a seat in the grand stand, but a very warm 
seat in the ‘‘ bleachers,” which he chose as be- 
ing more cosmopolitan, and hence presenting a 
more varied aspect of the evil. 

He was in the midst of a perspiring mob of 
what a sociologist would have termed the 
‘*middle classes.” Around him stretched a 
terrace of hot, good-natured, eager faces. Al- 
most everyone had his coat off, and a handker- 
chief inserted between his neck and his shirt 
for absorbent purposes. Many were protected 
by sun-umbrellas. 

His being thrilled with high resolve, as he 
saw the multitude to which he should fearless- 
ly point out its sin. He was glad to justify his 
estimate of the ‘‘ associations” by noting on 
his right, a coarse, heavy-looking youth, with 
large red hands, smooth, sunburned face, a 
slouch hat, and a flannel shirt very much open 
at the neck. 

This evil-minded being was smoking a bad 
cigar, with a keen and cautious enjoyment 
that proclaimed it an infrequent delicacy. He 
was plainly on the downward path, and seem- 
ingly found pleasure in the descent. At his 
left perspired a Solid Citizen, constantly mop- 
ping, with a bandanna, his huge red face that 
beamed under a Panama hat. His light, cool 
attire, concluding with white cotton hose and 
low, broad shoes, procured him all practicable 
immunity from the heat. The coarse youth 
and the solid citizen, so widely dissimilar in 





u io 
Between a Coarse Youth and « Solid Citizen. 
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character, appearance and condition, conversed 
pleasantly together, through and around Mr. 
Hoynton, concerning the respective merits of 
the opposing clubs, discussing the players in 
detail, with an ease and mutual affability that 
denoted some hidden bond of sympathy be- 
tween them. 

Mr. Hoynton’s knowledge of the national 
game was based upon his remembrance of a 
certain youthful recreation engaged in under 
the name of * Pig-tail,” wherein knocking the 
ball over any adjacent fence retired the batter ; 
catching the ball on the first rebound after the 
third strike or after a foul, accomplished the 
same result, He remembered that an effective 
and popular method of retiring a base runner 
was to hit him with the ball. The ball of his 
youth was a gentle, pliable affair, covered with 
leather from a discarded boot, and only approxi- 
mately spherical. 

During the preliminary practice a bail came 
bounding into the bleachers. The solid citizen 
secured it and handed it to Mr. Hoynton, 
who took it in much the same way ‘that 
a bachelor caller takes a new baby. He was 
horrified to find it of extreme hardness. Here 
was another objection to the game; it was 
barbarous to permit men to hurl this terrible 
missile at each other so forcibly. He was 
studying the ball and formulating another 
head to his sermon, when an irreverent boy 
admonished the crowd, in a shrill tone of 
alarm, to ‘“‘ Watch him dere, wid de ball,” 
thereby unjustly attributing wrong intentions 
to Mr. Hoynton, and causing him to hastily 
cast the accursed thing from him, 

Then the players took places in the field and 
the game began. The first batter struck out 
with celerity, Mr. Hoynton attributing his 
retirement to sudden illness, The next man 
only struck once at the ball, waited until an 
attentive-looking man near him said “ Fo’ 
ba's,” and then stationed himself near first- 
base, where he distinguished himself by jump- 
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ing up and down, standing 
» upon one leg, and perform- 
ing other eccentric feats. 
Here Mr. Hoynton noted 
another feature of the 
game that was thoroughly 
objectionable ; this was a 
system of exhortation that 
savored strongly of Methodism. A frenzied 
man in uniform stood near the first-base, and 
by loud, unmusical shouts, commands to “ Up 
on yer toes, now!” warnings to ‘Ste-a-d-y 
there!” and other exclamations, incited the 
runner to greater activity, and finally succeeded 
in having him thrown out at second, after what 
the coarse youth called an “elegunt slide.” 
Contrary to Mr. Hoynton’s expectation, the 
ball was thrown to the second baseman instead 
of atthe runner. The third man hit the ball, 
and Mr. Hoynton involuntarily arose in his seat 
to follow its flight into the hands of the center 
fielder. His mental prediction that this player 
would be crippled was not verified ; he made 
no attempt to avoid the ball, but caught it 
without apparent injury to himself, ‘‘ Most 
remarkable!” Mr. Hoynton declared, as he sat 
down, The solid citizen did not seem to think 
it remarkable, and the coarse youth said 
“That there’s nothin’ ; he’s jes’ like a sooer; he 
don't let none go troo’ ’im.” 

At the close of the third innings Mr. Hoynton 
had acquired sufficient understanding of the 
game to enjoy it in a somewhat dazed manner, 
and later he became an animated and audible 
partizan in favor of the home team. At the 
close of the sixth innings, wherein the home 
team tied the score and shut the visitors out» 
there swept over him a grand tidal wave of 
enthusiasm. To use pertinent metaphor, the 
pores of his soul opened, and his heart ex- 
panded under the warm glow engendered by 
the wholesome sport. There was glad geniality 
in his attitude toward all mankind ; a fuller 
sense of brotherhood and communion with 
humanity than he had ever known swelled up 
within him. His two neighbors seemed per- 
meated by this same spirit of deep, universal 
good will. The coarse youth, the solid citizen 
and Mr. Hoynton were united as brothers bya 
grand fusing principle, and the latter was 


& 





1 4 
1 ' ) 


The Mob Yelled, 





quick to perceive that this condition of mind 
made men’s souls mellow and accessible, 

The seventh innings was a shutout for both 
teams, though the visitors had two men on 
bases in their half, and a run at one time 
seemed unavoidable. Mr. Hoynton was on his 
feet with his neighbors, and nis cultivated 
resonance mingled with the plebeian yells about 
him. During the remainder of the game the 
three slapped each other upon the back and 
shouted at each other, with the utmost har- 
mony and good will, after each brilliant play. 
In the first half of the eighth innings, the home 
team scored a run, and again the trio joined 
the multitude in inviting a loss of voice. 
When the cheers had subsided, the coarse 
youth declared in emphatic tones, ‘‘ We wins 
the game to-day—I guess yes!” the latter 
clause being a derisory reflection on the in- 
ability of the visitors to prevent such victory. 
A middle-aged man sitting back of him, with 
patriarchal beard and long-face, whose expres- 
sion betokened pessimist and doubter, warned 
him in measured accents not to be too 
sure, justifying his lack of faith by the 
statement that you could never tell, The 
coarse youth promptly responded with, ‘ Bet- 
chu fifty seed ;” whereupon, in obedience to a 
purely muscular instinct, Mr. Hoynton toyed 
with some loose silver in his trowsers pocket. 
The coarse youth forced into his hand a silver 
half-dollar ; the doubter, after scrutinizing Mr. 
Hoynton closely, insisted that the money be 
placed in the hands of the solid citizen, which 
was done. He was a student of character, the 
doubter. He had read any number of anec- 
dotes where smooth, clerical-looking men 
turned out to be sharpers of the worst kind. 
Mr. Hoynton recovered his mental balance, 
considered the enormity he had escaped and 
was thankful—and hopeful too, for the coarse 
youth’s sake, 

The visitors were shut out in their half of 
the eighth. In the first half of the ninth, the 
home team failed to score, and as the visitors 
came in an ominous, death-like silence fell upon 
the throng. One run would tie the score. The 
first man to bat made a two-bagger; number two 
made a single, advancing number one to third. 
A universal groan went up. The coarse youth 
at this juncture rejected offers of sympathy, 
declaring himself to be ‘‘dead game.” The 
doubter beamed with ostentatious gloom. 

Number three came smilingly to bat; two 
strikes were called; the man on first was lead- 
ing oft boldly; at the third ball pitched, the 
batsman struck vigorously but with misdi- 
rected energy: the result was a “‘ pop-up” fly. 
The ball came down immediately over the sec- 
ond-baseman ; he promptly secured it—one man 

Me out ; he hurled it to 
% Pi first, catching the 

/ z ——— runner off the base— 

J : two men out; as the 
oe ball was caught, the 
he runner on third de- 
— parted for home ; he 
- had all but arrived 
there when the catch. 
er received the ball 
from firstand applied 

{r/ it firmly to the out- 
stretched arm groping for the plate. A triple 
play! The home team had won ! 

The last grand wave of spplause had died 
away. The coarse youth, the solid citizen and 
Mr, Hoynton made their way through the 
crowd, the first-named pocketing his win- 
nings with a _ sportsman-like indifference 
plainly assumed. 

There was a hand-shake all around. Mr. 
Hoynton briefly made known his calling, and 
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invited his friends to attend services the fol- 
lowing day at the 63rd Avenue Presbyterian 
church, The coarse youth, who proved to be 
a truck driver, and the solid citizen, who had 
retired from business, accepted without hesi- 
tation. 

The Rev. Mr, Hoynton walked briskly home, 
suffused with a mental and physical exaltation 
that was almost inspiration. His first act was 
to tear a number of closely written sheets 
twice across and deposit them in a waste 
basket. That night he wrote an entirely new 
sermon, 

Sunday morning's attendance was unusually 
large for midsummer. The text was II. Peter, 
i., 7, and was twice repeated by Mr. Hoynton 





The Home Team Had Won. 


with peculiarimpressiveness. Hedilated upon 
the blessing of brotherly love, the sinfulness of 
judging one’s neighbors hastily. He besought 
the cultivation of charity, patience, sympathy 
and tolerance. The heads of his discourse 
were old, but he infused into it a new energy, 
a convincing, moving eloquence, that awak- 
ened in his hearers a renewed sense of the 
common bond that unites humanity. His de- 
livery was marked by a slight hoarseness, 

Prominent in the congregation was the solid 
citizen, fortified by a palm-leaf fan. He signi- 
fied his approval of the sermon by vigorous 
nods of his head from time to time. 

The coarse youth, much against his inclina- 
tion, had been led to a seat well infront. He 
was dressed in tight, ready-made clothes, 
looked hot and uncomfortable, and was fiercely 
rebellious at the unwonted restraint of a stiff 
white collar. The singing caused him to forget 
his discomfort, and as the sermon progressed 
he became much interested. 

Before the close of the next baseball season 
it is not improbable that the Reverend Phillip 
Hoynton will be tried for heresy.—H. L. Wilson 
in Puck, 
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HE people next door afford me an 
infinite amount of amusement, 
and it is a matter of speculation 
with me just how much fun they 
get out of me in return. 

We do not know each other, that is ‘‘ we 
never speak as we pass by,” but we look at one 
another sideways, and sometimes we go the 
length of making an indefinite sort of bow, 
which may mean a great deal or nothing at all 
—ontheir part. On my part it means, *‘This 
is a very embarrassing state of affairs.” 

We have been living side by side for the last 
eight months, and I have no more idea what 
their names are than I have of the names of 
the Hottentots of South Africa. They may 
possibly know my name and all about me, but 
I don’t know, and the uncertainty is killing 
me, for be it known there are two handsome 
young gentiemen in the house, and for aught 
I know they may imagine me a married 
woman. Dreadful thought ! 

The windows of the said young gentlemen 
face mine, and go to my window when I will, 
at early morn when the bell of the milkman is 
heard. or at dewy eve, when the cal! of the 
banana man disturbs the evening calm, a hand- 
some laughing face is looking out of the op 
posite one. 

It is a great trial to have to refrain from 
smiling and turn quickly away, but so far I 
have done my duty nobly. How long I shall 
be able to do so I don't know, for things are 
growing worse since it has become warm 
enough to have the window constantly open. 

For the last month I have been tormented 
and night has been made hideous by the meow- 
ing and scratching of what I imagined was a 
legion of cats underneath my window, but just 
as surelyas I put my head out to call *‘ Scat,” 
or throw a missile at the offending animals, 
they weren't there, and I am more than half 
tempted to believe that the disturbers of my 
solitude were not of the feline tribe at all, but 
my handsome neighbors who are gifted with 
the power of ventriloquism. If such be the 
case, woe betide them, for sooner or later I 
shall have my revenge. 

They have a baby next door, too; the real 
thing, no ventriloquism about that. And oh! 
if itcan’t yell! Ishouldn’t be afraid to wager 
that it can make more noise for its size than 
any baby in Toronto. I don't know if it isa 
man child or o! the female persuasion, whether 
it has red hair and a squint or brown hair and 
a dimple; Idon't know whether its father thinks 
it an angel, or wishes that it were one, 
but Ido Know that it can make enough noise 
in one night to do an ordinary child for six 
months, and if its lung capacity continues to 
improve, and its tones become as sweet as 
they are sound and prolonged, I prophesy a 
brilliant musical career for it when it grows 
older. 

The people next door play whist and pedro 
on Sunday nights after they come from church. 
I wish they wouldn't, it’s wicked and besides, 
it makes me envious. If they played euchre I 
shouldn’t care, but I think it’s downright 
mean of them to play the only two games that 
Icare about when I can’t join them, and espe- 
cially to leave their blinds up so that I can’t 
help seeing them, 

The people next door are very fona of 
beef-steak and onions, and the odor of them 
cooking is often wafted up to me. This is 
another sin in the long catalogue. 

But, worst of all, the people next door have a 
piano and a small girl who practices. I trust 
I shall be forgiven for often wishing that either 
the piano or the girl had never been created, 
The girl, I am sorry to say, is a good little girl. 
She feels it her duty to make the most of the 
chance which her kind parents are giving her, 
so she practices her scales constantly, begin- 
ning with C major and never ceasing until she 
has exhausted the minors and chromatics. 

MARGUERITR, 
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**No, no!” she cried ; “ that must not be be- 
tween us,” 

“Not be? Surely, Rose, you do not mean 
those words in earnest? You will not turnme 
away now? Nothing could have prompted you 
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over his heart. His eyes were closed and his 
lips compressed in pain. 
Out the open door, in the glow of the sun- 


“For Years,” 


Says CARRIE E. STOCKWELL, of Chester- 


light, the regulators, frightened at their work, field, N. H., “I was afflicted with an 
and forgetting all about their quest in the face extremely severe pain in the lower part of 
of this second tragedy, were hastening away. the chest. The feeling was as if a ton . 


It was noon by the sun, noon by the clock in 
front of the school house and by the dismal 


shriek of the factory whistle way out yonder 


by the river bank ; and as the shrill strains 
died away a man stepped out of the postoffice, 
and whistling softly to himself sprang off the 
sidewalk and started to cross the dusty, sunny 
street. He was a bright-faced young fellow 
whose looks and motions betokened perfect 
health. Half way across he halted as if over- 


taken by an idea, and then turned to retrace 


his steps. 


At this moment George Loomer, cashier of 
the Hopeton bank, came out of bis banking- 
room and crossed the street behind the young 
stranger on his way to dinner. No one else 
was in sight; the village seemed to be fast 
asleep beneath the noonday sun, when the 
sharp report of a revolver rang ouc, and witha 


cry of mortal agony George Loomer fell dead 
upon his face in the road, a bullet in his brain. 
To the young man within five feet of him, 


the whole thing was like a picture from Dante’s 
hell ; he saw an arm reach over the topcfa 
box, the flame of the discharge seemed to burn 
his face. Ashe staggered back, bewildered, he 


felt, rather than saw, a figure spring towards 
him, thrust something into his grasp, and then 


| sat there with his face buried in his hands, 
The long ray of sunlight that streamed in and 
painted the bare floor gold felt its way slowly 
up the wall and finally died away altogether. 
The shadows b2ganto gather, darkness crept 
over the room, and still the young man sat 
there, his face buried in his hands. What 
thoughts were his? The stain of crime upon 
him ; the mob seeking his life; his own con- 








make the attempt. These thoughts burned 
into his brain as if seared there bv red-hot irons, 
Then came the vision of Rose Butler, pretty, 


this rough country. Dd she love him and 


than pity. He suddenly sprang to his feet in 
the darkness. 
** 1 will never give up while I have life!” he 


exclaimed. 
man, if I must. She shall never have cause 


to feel ashamed of me for that.” 
Hush! What was that? A noise overhead 


go from him again. Asthe little ring of smoke | _j} sounded like the tearing of a board from 


floated upward, he stood alone by the cashier's | its fastenings. 


body, a revolver clasped tightly in his hand. 


SSS 


Another and another. The 
mo» was breaking in to take his life—it could 


Hs first impulse was to fly; his next to bend | phe nothing else—and the hunted man felt 


over the fallen man ; but before he could carry 


people who thronged about him, 

‘“* Loomer is killed !” passed rapidly from lip 
to lip. 

The factory people caught the shout and hur- 
ried up with eager, determined faces. 

** Loomer is killed!” swelled the cry—*‘ mur- 
dered !” 

A stoutly built man elbowed his way through 
the crowd and laid his left hand on the 
stranger's shoulder, grasping the pistol with 
his right. 

“I arrest you for the murder of George 
Loomer,” he said sternly. 

Thg prisoner started as if to break away, 
then said firmly : 


‘‘Tam not guilty—I never shot the man— | 


never saw him before.” 

** You had better attempt no resistance and 
come quickly,” was the reply. ‘‘ Joe, Sam and 
Calvert, help me to take this man to the jail,” 
he added. 


Tue men addressed closed round the prisoner; | 
but before they could move back the crowd, | 


breaking from about the body, surged toward 
them, maddened with the crime and wild for 
vengeance. 

‘* Hang the fellow!” hoarsely shouted some- 
one in the crowd. 

‘* Bring a rope!” 

‘*Make a rash on them!” 

‘That old tree on the corner will do!” And 
so the cries for vengeance rang out on every 
side, 

Inch by inch the guards pushed their way 
with their prisoner b2tween them. Some of 
the boldest made a rush, but the sheriff, a 
revolver in each hand, waved them off. 

‘Stand back !” was the order ; ‘‘stand back, 
I tell you! Guilty or not guilty, you get this 
man over my dead body.’ 


So they fought their way down the long) 
street, saved by determined bravery, and the | 


fact that the crowd had no one to lead them in 
their vengeance. 
The prisoner was very pale as he glanced at 


the heated faces, and saw the looks of hate | 
leveled on him from every side, but his step | 


was firm, and his countenance had nothing of 
the coward in it. Oace it brightened almost 
intoasmile. It was at the end of the street, 
and on the corner a group of men and women 
had gathered in terror, yet afraid torun. As 
the hunted man passed by, a girl's slender 
fizure crept through the crowd of surging, 
shouting, maddened men, reached back of the 
guard and laid a hand onthe priscner’s man 
acled wrists, while a soft voice murmured: 

** Fred, I know you are innocent.” 

The young man turned to gaze one instant 
into a pair of true brown eyes uplifted to his to 


answer 

‘* Thank God, Rose, for that!” 

And then the girl was swept backward in the 
crowd, out ofsight. The next moment the big 
jail door swung to, the prisoner safe inside its 
protection, and the baffled crowd battering its 
nail-studded front. 

“Tough work that,” said the man called 
Calvert, wiping his brow. ‘‘Do you think we 
can save him, Jack?” 

*T don't know, If I can keep them off late 
enough I shail run him over to Crowder for 
sufe-keeping,” replied the sheriff. “ You fel 
lows go outside and keep them away from the 
door, will you?” 

* Welltry, Jack.” 

The men went out, and the sheriff turned to 
the prisoner. 

**Well, young man, this is a tough scrape 
you are in.” 

** Through no fault of mine.’ 

** What's your name?” 

‘*Frei Hasbrook.” 

‘*Do you belong in this village? 

**No, lam acivil engineer from Northfield,” 
was the prompt reply. 

** Do you know anyone here?” 

“Only one—”’then checking himself—*‘‘ no, 
no one who could help me in the least; bar, 
Mr. Sheriff, lam not guilty.’ 

Then he gave to the officer a full account of 
the affair, so far as he knew it. 

The sheriff listened with interest, but said 
nothing until the end was reached. 

“Well, boy,” he remarked, slowly getting 
up ‘that story doesn’t sound very probable to 
my ears; still, I'm half inclined to believe it, 
At any rate, my lad, I'il do everything in my 
power to save you; but the people are pretty 
wild over the matter. I'll go out and see what 


they are planning to do.” 

So Hasbrook was left alone in the dreary 
jail, with nothing to break his dismal thoughts 
save the murmur of voices outside, and the 
occasional oath which found its way through | 
the window (to his straining ears. 

The long afternoon wore slowly away, the | 


noise of angry voices died out and the y; risoner { pushed him quickly back. 


| the sound of voices—loud, angry voices—and 


| handkerchiefs, Then he bent over and pressed 


teeth clinched, his face as white as death. 
Another sound overhead. The man crouched 
| lower in his corner, muttering a prayer. 
| “The end is here,” he thought, ‘‘ but I'll die 
hard!” 
There was a moment’s silence ; then a whis- 
per cut the still air of the room like a knife. 
1 Fred!” 
| There was no answer. The man still crouched 
| like a tiger in his corner. 
| 





“Fred!” 

A springforward. Thechair fell to the floor. 

**Rose! Rose! For God's sake is that you ?” 
he cried. ‘* Where are you?” 

**Here,” the low voice whispered; ‘just 
!above your head. You must stand on the 





qu‘ck, there is no time to lose,” 


There was nothing cowardly in Hasbrook’s 
nature ; his whole soul seemed to rise in rebel- 
| lion aS the thought of running away—to do so 
was almost to confess his guilt of the crime, 


| of Cain. 

**Rose, I cannot,” he faltered. “I am 
innocent. Ihope to prove it. I must stay and 
| face the trial as a man.” 

‘Stop !"—the girl’s voice, 
was, was yet full of decision—“ there will be no 

| trial, no hope. They will kill you as they 
would a dog. I heard them plan itall. This 
is your only chance, for one hundred men are 

| organized to break in this jail at midnight ; 

| your only hope to clear your life of this stain is 

| to fly with me. Will you go?” 

| The hunted man, kneeling in the darkness, 

| made no answer. 

Again the soft voice spoke from above in ap- 

| peal : 

| ‘* Fred Hasbrook, I have risked my life to 

| save yours—come, come for my sake, if you 
will not for your own.” 

For reply, Hasbrook sprang upon the chair, 
uplifted his hands, and tightly grasped that of 
the girl. It was a hard, straining pull, but 

| the desperate situation gave her strength, and 
inch by inch he was lifted until his fingers 
closed upon a rafter, and witha struggle he 
swung his body upon the loose boards and lay 
beside his rescuer. 

** Rose,” he cried, ** what can I ever say or 
do that will repay you for such devotion ?” 

‘“*Say nothing now—we have no time, 
Follow me.” 

She caught his hand, and together they 
crept along to an end window, which had 
been boarded up. Rose looked carefully out, 
and then bidding him follow, stepped through 
it upon the roof of a shed. At its end Has 
brook dropped to the ground and then caught 
the girl, and the two crouched low in the 
shadow. Then down upon the air was borne 


the shuffls of many feet. 

Rose started up. 

‘They are here already,” she whispered 
hastily. ‘* We must run for the river—come |” 

Suiting the action to the word, and hand in 
hand, they started. Out of the tall weeds a 
man started with a gun in his hands, He had 
no time to lifcit to his shoulder when Hasbrook 
struck him and darted past. The man fell to 
his knees, rallied again, and with an oath fired 
afer the fast receding fizures of the fugitives. 

Rose gave a little cry and staggered forward, 
but Hasbrook, scarcely stopping, caught her 
up as he would achild, and hugging his burden 
to his breast swept on toward the river. 
Shouts and shots behind him gave added speed 
to his flying feet, and he swept down the bank 


in advance of a}! pursuers, 

lo the right, Fred, there by the tree!” 
Rose whispered faintly, and a moment later 
the boat, with its occupants lying flat upon the 


bottom, was out of sight upon the inky black 
ness of the water, 

The bank glittered for a moment with rifle 
and pistol flames, but no bullets reached them; 
then a huge bonfire flared up and cast its circle 
of light far out into the river, but the boat, 
caught in the swift current, swept over close 
into the opposite bank and floated down un. 
observed, ; 

** Rose, were you hit?” Hasv-ook asked anx 
iously, as soon as he dared to speak, 

She opened her eyes wearily, and endeavored 
to smile, 

** My arm, I think, is broken, but it does not 
pain me now.” 

He tore open her sleeve, found a painful 
wound, and bandaged it as best he could with 


his lips to hers, To his intense surprise she 


sciousness of innocence; the belief that it 


brown-eyed Rose, in love of whose sweet -face 
he had b2en drawn again and again down into | the right to know.’ 
She shuddered, and drew bick from his 
cling to him still? He saw the tears glistening | grasp. 
on the long lashes during that instant in the 
street, but it might have been nothing more 














































firm and unshaken. 


the boat dangerously as he did so. 


brook urged. 


” 


less 


how can you doubt me so?” 


stopped him with a gesture. 


press, 


head was run into the bank. 


unconscious girl. 


ashore, Fred?” 


and he lifted her in his arma, 


down the river before daylight.” 


till you are safe.’ 


you.” 


For answer he lifted her in his strong arms 
and toiled upward to where a solitary light 
It streamed out from 
the window of a rongh, one-story house 


pierced the darkness, 


perched upon the side of the bluff. 


Hasbrook kicked at the door and was almost 
instantly confronted by a tall, heavily bearded 
man, holding a lamp in one hand and a pistol 
in the other. At sight of Hasbrook he stag 
gered back and nearly dropped the lamp, so 


great was his agitation. 


“You here!” he exclaimed. ‘I supposed 
you were dead before this. Whatdo you want 


in this shanty?” 
hurt—” 
forward. 


cried. 


table there—brandy ?” 
and then both bent anxiously over the uncon 
scicus girl. 


lamp was still burning with feeble ray. 


again.” 


the door. 


excitement and drink, 
“Go back!” 
you're a dead man. Get back there! You 


girl's sake I'll give youachance this time.” 


Through the open door Hasbrook caught a 


glimpse of figures below the house ; then But- 
ler’s strong arm pushed him back and closed 
the door. 

“Hullo, Butler!” cried one. ‘ Have yer 
seen anything of that feller Hasbrook what 
killed Loomer yesterday ?” 

‘** Hasbrook?” echoed Butler. ‘ Why, did 
that fellow get away? Thought ycu were 
going to lynch him last night.” 

‘*Got away? Yes, andI guess yer gal knows 
something about it, if you don't,” chimed in 
another voice impatiently, 

“Yes, and we're going through your old 
ranch jest fer luck,” sang out a third, 

Butler ripped out an oath, 

‘**I don't care a continental for Hasbrook, or 
your whole gang,” he retorted savagely ; ** but 
there'll be som: dead fools around here ff you 
attemp* to step inside of my shanty. You'll 
do well to rememb3>r that, gents,” 

rhere was a moment's hesitation, then a 
rush of feet, oaths, b!ows, the sharp crack of a 
revolver, a sharp volley, and Butler’s huge 
figure crashed open the door and fell heavily 
upon the floor. 

Forgetting his own danger, Hasbrook sprang 
to the side of the fallen man and lifted his head 
to his knee. His face was ghastly, and blood 
was flowing in a stream from a jagged wound 


to do what you have to-night but love.” He 
bowed lower to where he could lock into the 
girl's dark eyes. ‘‘ Tell me, Rose—tell me truly 
that you love me, and some day, when my 
name is c'ear from stain, you will be my wife.” 
The face so close to his was deathly white— | hand. His eyes closed, thea opened again,and 
white from her wound, whiter still with the | stared wildly about. 
martyrdom of self-sacrifice, but her voice was 


‘“‘ Fred, I do love you—love you asonly agirl’s | I’m dying, I tell you—dying! Bend down here 
could not be proven to the satisfaction of any | heart can—love you better than life itself; but |.—both of you. It hurts me to speak. I want 


jury, even if he should be permitted to live to | J can never, never be your wife.” 
The young man started to his knees, rocking | I—I killed Loomer, and shoved the pistol——” 


‘“You love me,” he cried, “and yet refuse | air, sank back with a shudder and was dead. 
to become my own! Rose, what is it—I have 


“Ig it because you deem me guilty?” Has- | know this before?” 
**No, no! I know—lI am sure you are guilt- 


‘“*Then why, my darling? Because you have 
“For Rose's sake, I'll die like a} grown up in the backwoods, because your | through her tears, and then placed her hand in 
father is as rough as a mountain bear, you 
think I will tire of youinmycity home Kose, 


The honest voice faltered, but the girl 


“It is not that, Fred,” she answered quickly, 
‘but there is a barrier between us now insur- 
about the little room for some weapon with | mountable—you must not ask mé why—I can- 
either into execution the street was full of | which todefend himself. There was nothing | not tell it to you; but oh, if you love me, 
but a chair. Desperately he clasped it, and} have pity! May God forgive ma, I can never 
drew back into the darkest corner, his eyes | be your wife!” And, hiding her face, the tears 
gleaming like those of a hunted animal, his | trickled through her fingers, while the slight 
form shook with sobs she tried vainly to sup- 


Helpless in his own misery to coufort a sor- 
row that he could not understand, Hasbrook 
sat in silence as the shores slipped rapidly by. 

Now familiar landmarks came in view, and 
with a deft movement of the oar the boat’s 


The grating of the keel aroused the almost 


‘“* Where are we?” she asked, gazing about 
with tear-dimmed eyes. ‘‘ Why are you going 


** This is the landing that leadshome—come!"’ 
**Home? home? No, not home!” Her voice 
chair, and I will try and draw you up. Come | had astrange tremor in it, then the tone as 
suddenly changed. ‘“ Yes, I will go home, but 


you must not go with me; you must be miles 


**Do you think I will leave you?” he said in- 
dignantly. ‘‘ You who have risked so much 
| was to stamp his name forever with the brand | for me, wounded, and so weak you can scarcely 

walk? They can take me ; but I will not leave 

**Oh, I wish you would—for my sake, Fred! 


Our home is sure to be searched, and if you are 
trembling as it caught now there will be no mercy shown to 


‘*T have brought Rose home; she has been 
Ere he could finish the man sprang anxiously 
‘Not dead! Don’t tell me she is dead!” he 
‘*No, she is not dead, or even badly hurt, I 
think, but she fainted coming up the path ;” 
and waiting for no more he crossed the little 
room and placed the girl upon the bed. 
“Quick!” he cried. ‘* What is that upon the 


Mechanically the man passed him the bottle, 


The daylight was streaming in when Has- 
brook turned to go—daylight, although the 


“*Good-bye, Rose,” he whispered, ‘‘ I must go 
now, but if I live I shall come back to you 


She held out her hand, and as he took it he 
stooped and kissed her again, then walked to 


Butler barred the way, his eyes wild from 


he cried sternly. ‘‘They are 
coming up the hill; if they catch sight of you, 


know I hate you, Fred Hasbrook, but for the 


daughter, My wife was my grandmother, be- 















































weight was laid 
on a spot the size 
of my hand. Dur- 


Butler opened his eyes. 
* Water! For mercy’s sake give me some 


water,” he whispered. ing the attacks, the 
Ross held a glass to his lips with trembling perspiration would 
stand in drops on 


my face, and It was 
agony for me to 
make sufficient 
effort even to whise 


‘““Gone—have they gone?” he muttered. 
** Yes, and Iam going! Don’t look so at me! 


per. They came 
suddenly, at any 
to say that the boy never did it—never did it. hour of the day or 


night, lasting trom 


thirty minutes to 
half a day, leaving as suddenly; but, for 
several days after, I was quite pros- 
trated and sore. Sometimes the attacks 
were almost daily, then less frequent. After 
about four years of this suffering, I was 





He choked for breath, flung one arm into the 


Rose was sobbing on Hasbrook’s breast. For 
some time neither spoke, then the young man 
whispered : 

** Dear, was—was this the barrier? Did you 


taken down with bilious typhoid fever, and 
when I began to recover, I had the worst 
She bent her head, but could not speak. attack of my old trouble I ever experienced. 


** And now, darling, now if, knowing it all, I 
beg for you, will you come?” 


At the first of the fever, my mother gave 
me Ayer’s Pills, my doctor recommending 


She glanced up into his honest, loving face them as being better than anything he 
could prepare. I continued taking these 

his. Pills, and so great was the benefit derived 
“You are all that is left me in the world, that during nearly thirty years I have had 
but one attack of my former trouble, which 


Fred,” she answered gravely. ‘I will go with 
you.” 

And the sun streaming in through the open 
doorway rested in a wave of gold upon the 
brown hair of the living and upon the gray 
hair of the dead. 


yielded readily to the same remedy.” 


AYER’S PILLS 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 
Every Dose Effective 








Out in the far Western settlement, bearing a 
cifferent name, which is honored and respected 
wherever spoken, Fred Hasbrook has made 
for himself a home. To the people of Hopeton 
the murder of George Loomer will ever remain 
a mystery, for the secret rests between those 
two, who buried it forever in Horace Butler's 
lonely grave, beneath the ashes of his desolate 
and abandoned home. 
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On the Street Car. 


It was just six o'clock and the car was packed 
with people going home. She carried some 
bundles, and in her efforts to handle them and 
save them from crushing she dropped her mit- 
ten. She saw it go, but was powerless to stay 
its descent, and it went down in succ3ssive 
stages in a triangular space between herself, a 
man who looked over her head and an indi- 
vidual who was deaf. 

‘There goes my mitten!” 

The deaf man leaned over and said : j Sxom 

“Eh?” 

“My mitten—mitten—it fell down,” 

“ Well, ye can’t get it, mum. Ye'll have to 
wait till the car gits to the end of the line, so 
that the conductor can pull up the floor.” 

*T'll do nothing of the kind. Besides, I ain't 
goin’ to have all these people walking on it for 
half an hour.” 

‘* Haven't ye got another one?” said the deaf 
man. 

“Course, I've got another one,” and she 
wiggled the hand encased in her other mitten. 

The deaf man saw the movement, and know- 
ing that women often carry car fare inside 
their hand covering, reached over and pulled 
her mitten off for her. 

Then she screamed. 

The conductor was the only man who could 
edge his way to the scene of trouble, 

** What's the matter here?” 

“Lady dropped her nickel and can’t pick it 
up,” said the deaf man, 

“Didn't drop my nickel—dropped my mit- 
ten,” said the lady with the packages, 

“Said she had another one,” pursued the 
deaf man, “ but she lied,” 

**You’re an old door-post,” said the woman 
with one mitten, 

“Queer how folks go travelin’ about town 
with only one nickel,” said the deaf man, 

“They get along better'n people with no 
ears,” said the woman who didn’t drop her 
vickel. 

‘** Was that all the money yer husband gave 
y2?” asked the deaf man in atone of sympathy. 
‘* He must be a regular brute.” 

‘If he was here now he’‘d eat you up.” 

‘*I s’pose them’s collars and cuffs she's been 
doin’ up and goin’ to deliver ’em,” said the deaf 
man to the passenyers, 

"Then the conductor said, “‘ Fare, please,” and 
the woman gave up a nickel that she had been 
carryingin her mouth, 

“Thought it was in yer mitten,” said the 
deaf man. 

**Youdon’t know how to think,” said the 
woman, 

‘“ Wonder why she didn’t carry them both in 
her mouth ?” said the deaf man. 

“You ought to stuff both of your own 
mittens in yer mouth,” said the woman. 

“* Ain't ye afraid ye'll swaller yer nickel that 
way some time?” asked the deaf man. 

“If I do I reckon it won't injure my hearin’,” 
said the woman, 

Then the conductor got down on the floor 
and recovered the woman's mitten, and she 
got offat the next crossing, wondering why 
some people didn't carry ear trumpete,— 
Caicago Neus. Record. 
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cause she was my mother’s mother. I was my 
wife’s husband and grandchild at the same 
time. And as the husband of the person's 
grandmother.” Thus he died, a martyr to his 
own existence, 








His Ruse. 


A man entered a New York house one day 
while the woman of the house was out taking 
some dinner to her husband. He appropriated 
all the vaiuables in the place, cut open a 
feather bed, put the booty into the mattress and 
carried it off. Oa the way downstairs the thief 
met the woman on her way back. 

‘Does Mrs. Smith live here?” he asked her. 

**No,” she replied. 


“Well,” said the thief, ‘I’ve carried this 
mattress up and down the steps of nearl 
every house on the block, and I’m getting tire 
of it. I didn’t know there were so few Smiths 
in New York.” 

The woman laughed, and ten minutes later 
found that the man had run away with all of 
the portable articles of any vaiue in the flat.— 
New York Sun 
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The complication of relationship brought 
about by marriage is the cause of many a 
family equabble, but it is seldom one hears of 
fatal results attending such matters, Accord- 
ing to a contemporary, a resident of Titus- 
ville, Pennsylvania, committed suicide a few 
days ago from a melancholy conviction that he 
was his own grandfather. 

The following is a copy of a singular letter he 


left: “ Imarried a widow who had a grown- | ‘4 R " 
up daughter. My father visited our house CROWN” Granulated 


very often, fellin love with my step-dau hte 

and married her. So my father he aged EXTRA GRANULATED 
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A Tryst With Death. 


“It must be done, Sinaloa, else I am com- 
pelled to tell the president what thou hast 
done with the fund.” 

The speaker was a Catholic clergyman, it 
was evident from ‘his priestly gown. With 
his vis-a vis he had been sitting for some time 
discussing a bottle of rare old Madeira in one 
of the palaces of Guatemala’s capital, From 
the expression of the little dried-up Spaniard 
whom he addressed, it was quite plain that the 
tenor of the conversation had anything but a 
pleasing effect on him. The little man winced 
under this declaration of the sphinx-like priest. 

**I suppose it must be,” he said, ‘‘ but Ido 
not like the business. IfIdo my part, wilt 


caution, 


the clothes, 


flashed through his mind. 



















“Is it thou, Maria?” came in a masculine 
voice from within, in answer to the woman’s 
knock, and the sound of heavy bolts being 
drawn made McKenzle wonder at so much 


They conducted him toaroom at the lower 
end of the corridor, and the man indicated to 
him that the sick man was within. As he 
stepped in he thought he heard the man lock 
and bolt the door from the outside. A bed was 
in one corner of the room, and beside it a small 
table, on which a candle burned dimly. Mc- 
Kenzie could see that there was some object 
in the bed, but it was completely covered by 
It did not look like a human 
form, and an instinctive feeling of dread came 
over him. Thoughts of the anonymous threats 
But he felt re- 


was enough for Hook, Tying the boat to a 
tree, he and Mathews landed, taking with 
them fishing-rods and lines. Hook acted asa 
land surveyor, Mathews as his clerk. Pacing 
slowly to and fro across the iawn, they used 
their fishing-rods as pretended measuring and 
leveling staffs, their lines as yard and rood 
measures. Soon a parlor window opened. 
The occupant of the villa, a well-to-do 
alderman, strode out in great wrath and 
demanded what the two interlopers were 
about. Hook coolly but courteously in- 
formed them that a new canal was to 
be cut directly across the lawn, and that 
he and his clerk were taking accurate measure- 
ments. Partly in rage, partly in despair, the | 88 much in six words as is necessary to delineate a char- 
alderman invited them in to talk the matter | ®°ter, but the rule is made in regard to scraps to discourage 
over, Dinner was just ready. The wine flowed people who desire unfairly to acquzire knowledge of their 
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thou do thine?” 


“Thou hast but to do asI tell thee, and I 
will attend to the rest. Manuel and his wife 
know their part well. He has just brought in 
a big one, which he caught in a barranca near 


Salvador. It will do the work, have no fear.” 


“It is agreed then, provided thou wilt hold 


the fund over me no longer.” 


“It is agreed,” said the priest, and they fin- 


ished the bottle in silence. 


For months John McKenzie had been con- 
ducting the little Presbyterian Mission in the 
City of Guatemala, that stronghold of Catholi- 
cism. Already a little band of converts as- 
sembled on Sunday, and again on Wednesday 
Several 
times he had received anonymous letters warn- 
ing him to give up the work or leave the 
country, but his Yankee spirit and the inherit- 
ed stubbornness of Scotch ancestors had made 


evening to listen to his exhortations. 


him all the more determined in his efforts. 


Among those who came now to listen to Mc- 
Kenzie’s elcquent pleading was Francisca 
Sinaloa, the only daughter of one of the 
wealthiest and oldest residents of the city, 
Jose Sinaloa 
when well along in life had married the 
daughter of a wealthy old Scotchman, who had 
made several fortunes out of his coffee fincas, 
and Francisca was the result of theunion, The 
many battles regarding the faith in which the 
child should be brought up had so embittered 
old Jose toward all Protestants that, when his 


himself an ardent Catholic. 


wife died, he resolved to have hisown way in 
spite of all obstacles. That was two years be- 
fore John McKenzie came to the city, and 


Francisca, though carefully worked upon by 


both Padre Ruiz and her father, was deter- 


mined that she would not forget the teachings 


of her mother, who had been her constant com- 


panion, and who had personally directed her 


education. 
Francisca was now eighteen and had de- 


veloped into a beautiful woman. She was a 


hard student, and her mind of a serious rather 
than a frivolous bent, so it was but natural 
that when John McKenzie began to discourse 
on things spiritual in the little mission in 
Guatemala, her receptive brain should drink 
in his words and ponder over them. Soon she 
became a regular attendant at the mission ser- 
vices, and in spite of the strict orders of Jose 
Sinaloa, the old duenna, who always accom- 
panied her, would permit her to go, for she 
had attended Francisca from her birth, and 
could deny her nothing. 

McKenzie took a great fancy to the pretty 
Guatemaltecan, and the liking deepened at 
every interview, for her intense devotion and 
clear ideas pertaining to the subjects they 
frequently discussed won his admiration. He 
had no thought of love, for his every moment 
was taken up with the mission work; yet, 
somehow, his heart beat a little more quickly 
whenever Francisca would wait at the close of 
a meeting to ask him some question. 

He had carried on the work of proselyting so 
successfully that already the little band of 
Presbyterians had swelled to goodly numbers. 
Within the week he had received three letters 
warning him that if he did not cease his work, 
or leave the city, he might expect bodily harm ; 
but these did not worry him so much as the 
absence of Francisca from the last few meet- 
ings. He wondered if she could be ill, or 
whether Jose Sinaloa had taken summary 
measures to prevent her attendance, for Fran- 
cisca had confided in him the sentiments of 
her father. McKenzie knew, too, of the efforts 
of Padre Ruiz to induce her to take the veil, 
and he knew full weil that it was the million 
and a half left her from her grandfather's for- 
tune that the priesthood had their eyes upon. 
The subject had often been discussed very 
frankly between them, and he knew Francisca 
could never be induced to do this by any legiti- 
mate means or arguments, 

It was late Saturday night, and McKenzie 
was sitting before the fire in his study, ponder- 
ing over the events of the week. He was won- 
dering if Francisca would attend the next 
morning's service, when the mozo handed him 
a letter, with the information that the woman 
who had brought it was waiting outside, 

McKenzie broke open the daintily perfumed 
envelope, addressed in a neat feminine hand, 
and started as he saw the signature at the 
bottom of the note, which read : 

Dear Frrenp,—I wish to ask a favor which 
I know thou wilt speedily grant, An old pen- 
sioner of my dear mother is dying, and I wish 
him to have the consolations of our faith in his 
last moments. My maid will conduct thee to 
him. Please hasten. 

FrRANcISCA SINALOA Y MARTELL, 

McKenzie had never seen her handwriting 
before, but that certainly was [F'rancisca’s 
name, The young preacher was on his feet in 
av instant, and in another had on his hat and 
mackintosh, for it was raining without as it 
can rain only in the tropics. 

‘*I am ready, senorita,” he said to the girl 
who awaited him at the study door. Her face 
was so muffled that he could not catch a 
glimpse of it; but his thoughts were alone on 
the request of Francisca, 

Down through the Plaza de Concordia they 
went, then through streets that McKenzie had 
not seen before, and past the public washing- 
place, with its great stone fountains. Still 
they went on into that portion of the city 
frequented only by the poorer and the criminal 
classes. McKenzie had long lost track of the 
route, but he had but one thought in mind, 
Presently they entered the court of a house in 
the outskirts of the city, near the road leading 
to the military hospital. Everything was dark 
about the place. 












an ugly, snaky head shot up in front of him. 


dart its ugly head about and glare at him. 
McKenzie knew now the trap he had fallen 


was into the den of Manuel, the animal trainer, 


that he had been lured, for strange stories of 
the place were brrited about. From the next 
room he could hear the sound of some large 


animal shifting about and clanking its chain 
at intervals. 


John McKenzie had always been a man of 


action, but the sight before him for a moment 


paralyzed his every faculty. The scaly monster 


was now gorged from a recent meal, but before 


morning came it would have shaken the torpor 


off, and then—the thought was too horrible ! 

McKenzie shook the door; it was firmly 
secured from without. The only window was 
closed with heavy wire netting, and the out- 
side was iron-barred ; besides, he would only 
run into the fiend Manuel if he succeeded in 
getting out in the corridor. Every time he 
turned his head he saw those snaky eyes 
watching him. Perhaps he might beat the 
thing to death while it was comparatively help- 
less, he thought, and breaking off the heavy 
leg of the only chair in the room, he advanced 
to the bed to carry out this purpose. The 
great, ugly head darted up menacingly as he 
raised the weapon and his hand fell powerless 
by his side, while the cold perspiration seemed 
to come from every pore. 

A happy thought struck him—it seemed to 
come from above. With his long jack-knife 
he might dig through the adobe wallin a few 
hours, perhaps before the monster had;fully re- 
covered from his stupor. In an instant he was 
on his knees at the end of the room, digging 
with an energy born of desperation, all the 
while keeping an eye on the great scaly thing 
twisting and turning atintervals on the bed. 
The dampness of the walls aided his work, but 
it was slow at best. He tore at the adobe like 
ademon, using his knife and also his nails 
until bis hands were bleeding. 

He looked at his watch: it was now two 
o'clock. He had been working more than two 
hours, and had pierced a hole through almost 
a foot square. Another hour like the last and 
he would be free—put would that squirming, 
writhing thing on the bed yonder let him? It 
was now becoming more and more active. 

Suddenly the wriggling coils untwisted, and 
the ugly-looking head lifted as if to take in the 
situation; then McKenzie saw the head slide 
slowly over the edge of the bed to the floor, 
In an instant fully twenty feet of the scaly 
monster was stretched across the floor, 

McKenzie srrang up with a yell of terror, 
upsetting the candle he had placed on the 
floor to work by. The room was now dark as 
pitch; but he could hear the snake sliding 
over the floor toward him. With two bounds 
that would have done credit to an acrobat, he 
sprang across the room and upon the bed where 
the snake had been. 

He could still hear the swish of the reptile as 
it went over the hard, dirt floor toward the 
spot where he had been, and it seemed to be 
turning and twisting about there for some 
minutes. Then all was quiet—the silence of 
the tomb seemed to pervade the place, and 
McKenzie wondered what this portended. He 
could neither see the snake nor hear it now, 
and he dared not move or strike a light. 
Crouched in the corner of the bed, his knife 
tightly grasped, he listened and waited—how 
many hours he did not know. 

At last the faint light of dawn broke in 
through the wrated window, and McKenzie 
trembled, for the greatest danger was yet to 
come when the monster would discover him. 
As it grew lighter, he could begin to see objects 
in the room ; but the snake—it was nowhere in 
sight, for the scaly monster had found salva- 
tion and slid through the hole he had dug for 
his own escape. 

This fact had hardly dawned upon him when 
he heard a heavy step coming down the cor- 
ridor. He slipped quietly over to the door and 
waited. 

As the bolts slipped back and Manuel threw 
open the door, McKenzie sprang upon him, 
clutching the man’s throat in a vise-like grip. 
The animal trainer was a Hercules in strength, 
but the fingers that now grasped his throat 
were not those of the John McKenzie of yes- 
terday, but of a white-haired madman, and as 
they closed tighter and tighter, the man’s face 
grew blacker and his gasps shorter, until they 
came no longer. 

An hour later, a patrolman found a white- 
haired man wandering about the streets, 
gibbering and starting at every shadow. He 
was removed to an asylum for the care of the 
insane ; but no one thought to connect that 
circumstance with the sudden and mysterious 
disappearance of the brilliant young mission- 
ary, John McKenzie.—John Craig, in the San 
Francisco Argonaut, 


> — — 


Theodore Hook. 


It was Heck who perpetrated the jest that 
forms the turning point in Gilbert Gurney’s 
career. (“ne day he and the elder Mathews, 
the comedian, took a row up the river to 
Richmond, Passing a well trimmed lawn at 
Barnes, they noticed an inscription board 


assured when he recalled the fact that it was 
Francisca’s letter that had brought him thither. 

Going te the edge of the bed he pulled the 
blankets back with a jerk, but the sight that 
met his eyes made him spring back with a cry 
of horror. On the bed was an undulating 
black mass, slowly writhing and twisting, and 
















It was a young constrictor, torpid from recent 
heavy feeding, and too lethargic to more than 


into, that the note was a forgery, and that it 


freely. The alderman sought to persuade the 
surveyor that another line for the canal might 
easily be obtained. Hook said he would do his 
best. Good humor was restored, the conversa- 
tion grew general, the novelist and the come. 
dian succeeded incharming the household. At 
last Hook sat down to the piano, and finally, 
after numerous brilliant impromptus, rattled 
ofl the following lines : 
Many thanks for your excellent fare, 
But we are not ths men that we look : 
My friend’s Mr. Mathews the player, 
And I am one Theodore Hook. 








Correspondence Coupon 


The above Coupon must accompany every graphological 
study sent in’ The Editor requests correspondents to ob- 
serve the following Rules: 1. Graphological studies must 
consist of at least six lines «f oriyinal matter, ineluding 
several capital letters. 2 Letters will be answered in their 


order, unless under unusual circumstances Correspon- 
dents need not take up their own ant the Editor's time by 
writing reminders and requests for haste. 3. Quotations, 
scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4 Please address 
Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless accompanied 


by coupons are not studied 
Patsy T.—Scraps of letters are not studied. See rulee. 


BANNOCKBURN,—Your request fe quite beyond me. Study 
economy. You puta five cent stamp on a city letter. 


Rusixus —1. Hope, impulse, much idealism, very strong 
and ambitious will, some obstinacy, originality and decid- 
edly good breeding ; as clever and interesting a lady as one 
would wieh to meet. 

Rutu, Lusweitityn.—You are a bright, witty and rather 
mirth-loving person, Miss Ruth, and I think are fond of 
romance and prone to think alotof your friends and heroes. 
Your letter answered all requirements. You can persevere 
to gain a point, and can be sharp if you are put out. You 
are candid, honest, careful and not at all sensitive. 

C. E. Pra.—Your writing shows great adaptability and 
facility, some energy, a love of ease and comfort, good 
temper, rather a bright mind, some business ability and 
hopeful temperament. It lacked marked originality, judg- 
ment is not infallible, will not very firm, a character more 
to be liked than depended upon, with taste for pretty 
things and a natural faculty for pleasing. 


MaRMION.—It is sweet of you to promise not to be of- 
fended, no matter what I teli you, but I don’t think it will 
come to that. You are rather independent, self-assertive 
and determined, apt to cling to your own opinions, some- 
what idealistic, notably disvreet in speech, a little impa- 
tient, very constant, perhaps rather too fond of ease, cap- 
able cf warm affection, honest and candid. 


Lenore —1. The first thing you can do to improve your 
writing, my little woman, isto hold your pen properly, 
start your letters the other way and go slowly. There 
isn't much the matter butthat. 2 You are kiod, impul- 
sive, self reliant and anxious for approbation, a little self- 
conscious, very frank, fond of society, not markedly viva- 
cious, but far from dull. Time will help you. 


Bennis D.—You are strong and constant, rather refined, 
orderly, rather confiding and a little sharp-tempered under 
provocation. Tact it not very marked nor culture de- 
veloped, but perseverance and a certain wish for success 
will do much, if you give your mind to study. I don’t 
mean to say that you are ignorant—the very reverse, byt 
if ycu will take the trouble you can advance greatly. 


Mvuss.—You are a very energetic and enterprising young 
pereon, bright and vivacious, with excellent eelf-respect, 
very strong feelings, rather practical, fond of fun, sympa- 
thetic, pleasantin manner and very upright in your deal- 
ings. There was not the least need for your cautior as to 
the style of delineation I gave you. If you have any faults 
they are a morsel of conceit, a little too smart a judgment 
of your neighbors and a mind rather undeveloped. 


Kacuyen.—l. I presume you saw the anewer to your 
question in ancthercolumn. I hope youdid. 2. As to the 
question whether your writing speaks well of you, I can 
only tell you it has admirable qualities, and shows exces- 
sive caution and a need of definite aim and object. You're 
not the visionary or hopeful kind, but need the very thing 
you ask, which you would be wise to try and secure. I'd 
give something to know how you prospered. Teil me! 


Frev.—1. I do not waste my breath and energy in sigh- 
ing over the correepondence I receive. However, I thiak, 
juet out of perversity, I shall sigh over yours. It deserves 
it. You are clever, rather original, fond of humor and a 
trifle conceited, perhaps more than a trifle. You can work, 
but I don’t think you love *o do eo, and while you are 
practical, you somewhat lack nerve and constancy in ¢ ffort 
and decision of will; but you are persistent in some things 
to the bitter end. A good deal of ambition, some enter- 
prise and a lack of tact are shown. 


Hors. —I have several correspondents of thiename. You 
gay you are an advertiser and your letter is dated Jan. 30 
I don’t see anything amiss with jour study. You are an 
original, truthful and slightly esif-willed personage, with 
good executive ability, rather a disposition to act out the 
signification of your nom de plume, and of a marked 
tenacity and perseverance. You could not keep a secret, 
but would be sure to betray it under careful manipulation, 
have rather a prejudiced judgment, slight carelessness of 
detail, a strong will and altogether are not a person to be 
stepped on with impunity. 

NgLson.—I really think you must be ‘ Nell” to me, too, 
my dear. Such aletter! sucha lot of interesting marke 
on paper I don’t get every day. I suppose that little 
Canadian stamp was to dare me to write you a letter. 
Well, perhaps I may some day, but these days I haven't 
time. When you get thie I shall not be in my “ain 
countrie” and so we must fight it out under the stars and 
stripes. I don’t at all mind people writing to scold me 
when I give them a bad delineation (when I tell them they 
are bad-tempered they sometimes send me the most de- 
lightfal confirmation of the remark), hut why should you 
quarrel with me for a good one’? Come now, Nell, you 
have a wonderful chirography. 

Lucite Musier.—I am sorry you are offended because 
your study was not answered out of turn, especially as you 
are a clever body, and have made me smile over your quee- 
tions. I think it wae a very origival way you took of ex- 
pressing your freedom to dance by saying your feet did not 
belong to the church. Certainly I like a danoc too, but my 
church does not forbid me to dance. I think you are very 
eensible not to be taken by every new face. The prince 
will come some day, my dear, and I am gure he will like 
you all the better as you are. At the same time, if you 
found every stranger attractive I should not, therefore, call 
you giddy. There are girls and girls. There were three 
pew dances out at the time you wrote. I did not care for 
them atall. Please let me koow if you got your delinea- 
tion. 

Faap M. B—I have just come across your nice letter, 
and regret that it should bave been wrongly put on one 
side. I suppose it got side-tracked while I searched for 
the clippings you asked to have returned. They have been 
mislaid also, but are doubtless destroyea months ago. 


sternly forbidding any strangers to land, This | sometimes a handwriting is so elequent that one can find 






























correspondents’ peculiarities. I consider it rather dishonor- 
able to send a friend's letter for delineation ; because there 
is no reason why the friend should not send their own 
original study, unless they object to doing so, in which 
case it is rather an unfair thing to make use of their letter. 
Also, letters so sent are frequently blurred and mutilated, 
names erased, and so on. No graphologist would accept 
such studies. I have never accepted clippings, even before 
the rules were printed. I am very sorry to refuse you. 





Moral Justice. 


A capital sermon and a useful moral inhere 
in a recent episode in a New York court, as re- 
ported by one of the daily papers. We com- 
mend its perusal not only to the presiding 
Judge's colleagues, but to bickering couples in 
walks of life other than those trod by the sim- 
ple pair who brought their matrimonial trou- 
bles to court for settlement. 

** Counsel for Mrs. Hoppe said his client was 
willing to withdraw the action if Hoppe would 
promise to be kind to her in the future. 

“*T’ll take care of this case,’ said Judge 


‘McAdam. ‘Mr. Hoppe, come inside the rail.’ 


** When Hoppe got there the Judge asked : 

*** Do you love your wife ?’ 

‘** Yes, sir,’ he answered, 

“To Mrs. Hoppe, who meanwhile came be- 
fore him, the Judge said : 

“*Do you want to live with your husband 
again ?’ 

““ “Yes, sir.’ 

‘** Then kiss each other,’ said the Judge. 

*** Perhaps sne doesn’t want to,’ said the tall 
husband with the blush of a bridegroom. 

“*She must want to,’ said the Judge. ‘I 
want to show right here that you can get along 
together.’ 

‘** Well, come,’ said the reassured husband 
to his wife as he grabbed her firmly about the 
body and gave her a fervent kiss. 

‘** Now, go out arm in arm,’ said the Judge. 

**She locked one arm in her husband’s, 
caught up her dress with the other, and the 
plain German couple walked out in great 
shape.”—TJillustrated American. 


A Popular Salesman 


Emploved in Oneof Montreal's 
Best Dry Goods Houses 


MAKES A STATEMENT FOR THE 
BENEFIT OF OTHERS. 


His Hopes Were Fully Realizsd! 


A CHANGED CONDITION OF LIFE! 








The thousand of shoppers who patronize the 
well known establishment of Messrs. John 
Murphy & Co., Notre Dame street, Montreal, 
are often served by the affable, genial and 
painstaking Hugh J. Reilly. In his special de- 
partmen Mr. Reilly has few equals; he is 
esteemed by his employers, and respected by 
those with whom he comes in contact. 

For many months Mr. Reilly found himself 
in a condition of health that caused much 
anxiety to himself and family. His friends 
could see at a glance that he was not the man 
he shouid be. Instead of deriving comfort 

leasure and satisfaction from his daily work, 
his life was made miserable and almost un- 
bearable owing to continual suffering. 





HUGH J, REILLY, 


Mr. Reilly, like other men, sought medical 
advice; he invested considerable money in 
many of the false and useless medicines of our 
day, but got no relief. His condition of sleep- 
lessness, nervousness, and general suffering had 
almost unfitted him for business. Just at this 
crisis a friend advised him to use Paine’s Celery 
Compound, that wonderful medicine that has 
wrought so many cures after doctors had given 
up hope and were unable to save. Mr. Reilly, 
after a course of Paine’s Celery Compound, 1s 
well—cured—and cannot find words strong 
enough to express his gratitude. Mr, Reilly 
writes as follows : 

“I wish to publicly acknowledge the fact 
that I am indebted to your Paine’s Celery Com- 
pound for health, strength and life, For over 
three years I was a terrible sufferer from indi- 
gestion, severe pain in stomach and headache, 
In addition to these serious troubles, I had no 
appetite or relish for food, and hardly knew 
what it was to have a full night’s rest. This 
condition of sleeplessness and anxiety made 
me very nervous and [ was fast becoming un 


fitted for my daily work. After all other med- 


icines had failed, I was fortunately advised to 
use your Paine’s Celery Compound; and now 
Iam delighted to declare that it has no equal 
in the world for removing such dangerous 
troubles as I suffered from. I am daily gain- 
ing in strength, sleep well every night, and my 
appetite is good and healthy. I strongly re- 
commend Paines’s Celery Compound to all who 
need areliable and honest medicine, and one 
that is sure to cure.” 
HUGH J. REILLY, 
42 Agnes street, St. Henry, Montreal. 





CURE 


8i sk Headache and relieve all the troubles inct 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Litrte Liver Prive 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not en 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here {s where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirr.e Liver Pitts are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents: 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Smal] PU, Small Dose, Small Price 
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mB LADIES! © >. 
CLEAR, FRESH complex 
from blotch, blemish, roug! 

coarseness, redness, freckles, or pim- 
ples, use VIENNA TOILET 
CREAM, the finest preparation for 


the skin, perfectly harn and de- 











lightfully perfumed. Very useful for 
gentlemen after shaving. Price 2sc. 
Vienna Pharmacal Co. All! Druggists. 


Fletu & Ce., Agents, Toronto. 





FOR FIFTY YEARS! 
MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


has been used by Millions of Mothers 
for their children while Teething for over 
Fifty Years. It soothes the child, softens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
is the best remedy for diarrhcea, 
Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 


; 
TABULES alate 
regu. 

the stomach, fi salbowe 8, and 

purify the blood; are safe and effee- 

° tual ;the best medicine known for 

e indigestion, biliousness, headache, 

3 constipation, dyspepsia, chronic 

e liver troubles, dysentery, bad com- 

e plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 

and all disorders Of the stomach, 

eliver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re- 
J 
| 
| 
| 
; 
} 
| 


trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 
RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 10Spruce St., N 
Cece OOS SOSSSOSOOOSOEOOCORO 


git. Take one at meal time. Sold by Druggista. A 
o 








THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 


LARGEST SALE !N CANADA. 








An Explanation 


Gus_Snobbery, a New York dude, surprised 
; Mrs. Bondclipper while she was painting a 
| picture, 

“ Aw, Mrs. Bondclipper, I had no idea you 
were an artist,” said Snobberly. 

}_ “*T suppose you thought I was stupider than 

I really am,” replied Mrs. Bondclipper in a 
bantering mood, 

“Ono, I never for a moment thought you 
were stupider than you weally are. On the 
contrary, I supposed you were not so stupid ath 
you weally are.” 








‘*I was awfully surprised to see you at the 
Jimpson ball last night, Mr. Barker. I didn’t 
know you knew them.” 

“IT don’t. ButI kept out of their way. Had 
an immense time.” 
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Music. Solomon, the combined work of the little 

and big thief creating continuous roars of 
HE first public appearance of | laughter. Mr. Ramsay is possessed of marked 
the Orpheus Society on Tues- | ability both asa singer and actor and would 
day evening of last week at-| shine to advantage in any professional aggre- 
tracted the largest audience of | gation. The Simon of Mr, T. A. Baker also 
the season, fully two thousand | calls for special mention. Mrs. Oerneir con- 





Had To Be Loud 


people being present, a number | ducted the work with much skill and consider 


which almost completely filled | able spirit, and to her superintendence much 

the spacious Mutual street | of the musical success of the performance is 
Rink, in which the performance was given. | due. The choruses were sung with a dash and 
The work chosen by the society for this | vim which indicated a great familiarity with 
occasion was one well calculated to test the| the work, the quality of the voices 
ability of the orchestra, the quality of the being generally effective as well. An 
chorus and the qualifivations of the soloists. | augmented orchestra rendered excellent 
In Rossini’s masterpiece, William Tell, the | service in their department, while the staging 
society certainly made an ambitious beginning, | and costumes were much above the average in 
for few modern operas, excepting the works of | amateur productions. On Tuesday and Wed- 
Wagner, present greater technical difficulties | nesday evenings the performance was repeated 


or demand greater skill on the part of a con- | before large and delighted audiences. 
ductor and the material under him than the 7 

one presented under Signor D'Auria’s baton a 
few nights since. 


organizations. 


The chorus indicated a careful selection of 
voices, in which quality was not sacrificed for 
quantity. Several of the choruses wtre effec- 
tively rendered, but the vast proportions of the 
rink gemanded a much larger body of tone 
than that produced by so limited a number of 
singers, the total strength of the chorus being 
less than two hundred voices. The many dif- 
ficulties of the work and an evident lack of 
sufficient rehearsals with the orchestra also | issue, also bring 
had their effect, preventing the chorus from | Minence the modest secretary’s 
appearing to the best advantage, the male 
section particularly being unsteady in attack. 
In future concerts the society will require to 
face the problem of materially enlarging their 
chorus or selecting an auditorium of size pro- 
portionate to the forces at their disposal. 
Several unfortunate disappointments were ex- 
perienced in the non-arrival of soloists who 
had been engaged to appear for this perform- 
ance. 


cerning those professional protesters who bob- 


engaged at the last moment to take the parts of | this ig still a young country and that the mat- 


Arnold and Tell respectively, roles which were | ters he refers to will right themselves as the 


originally intended for Mons. Guille, the famous public grow in a sense of appreciation. The 
tenor, and Herr William Ludwig, the well |} nymbers who can distinguish between fulsome 
known baritone. Signor del Puente’s interpre- flattery and honest criticism are gradually 
tation of his part may fairly be said to have | growing larger and the press will be likely to 
been one of the artistic events of the evening. | keep pace with the procession. 

His magnificent voice and splendid style . 

created the greatest enthusiasm, it being gen- A musical evening was given at the College 
erally felt that a splendid substitute had been | of Music on Thursday evening of last week by 
obtained in him. Mr. Stephens, however, was | the Intermediate department of the College. 
not equal to his task, giving evidence of lack | The hall was crowded by an interested audi- 
of sufficient study as of a voice wanting in| ence, who gave frequent evidence of their 
compass and strength to satisfactorily essay | pleasure at the work of the pupils. Pianoforte 
the music assigned to hisro/e. Mme. Kronold- | selections were rendered by Master Aibert 
Koertt won a decided triumph as Matilda, her | Jordan, Misses Lettie Heagen, Mabel Hicks, 
voice and style being admirably adapted to | Fosdick, Dolina McKay, F. Haworth, May 
operatic work. Signor Delasco also sang | O'Hara, Mabel Bastedo, Rosa Kish, Kingstone, 
witn splendid effect, his rich bass voice being | Wilma Powell, and Isabel Turnbull. Vocal 
heard to special advantage in the trio formen’s | numbers were’ contributed by Misses 
voices in the second act of the opera. The/| Gertie Smith, McKinley and Denovan. 
other soloists were: Madame D'Auria as Jem-| Miss Hilda Davis and Mr. Selway ren- 
my, Miss Elith Miller as Hedwiga, Mr. War-| dered violin solos and Miss Emmie B-:own 
rington as Gessler, Mr. J. Hartley Dennison as| lent variety to the musical programme 
Luodi and Rudolph, and Mr. Charles Baguley | through the contribution of a reading. The 
as Hunter. Mr. Warrington, through the | teachers represented were Mrs. Lee, Mrs. 
abrupt ending of the last act, was deprived of | Adamson, Misses Suliivan, Hamilton, Tait, 
the opportunity to sing. The other soloists all | Reynolds, Dunn and Tufford, and Messrs, Fair- 
rendered their parts very satisfactorily with | clough and Donville. 

the exception of Mr. Dennison, whose opening 
solo in the first act was unfortunately pitched 
beyond the compassof his voice. As Rudolph, 
however, ia the later parts of the work, Mr. 
Dennison sang with much effect, the part 
b3ing within the range of ability to execute. 
The concert taken as a whole must be regarded 
as a very successful debu/ for the new society 
and one which should promise great achieve- 
ments for the future. 


- 


Mr. J. D, A. Tripp’s third piano recital for 
this season, on Thursday evening of last week, 
attracted an audience to St. George's Hall 
which completely filled that cosy little concert 
room. Mr. Tripp was in excellent form, render- 
ing his programme with much freedom and 
with an elegance of style which created a most 
favorable impression on those present. The 
programme was capitally arranged, presenting 
a well contrasted list of classical and modern 
works of a somewhat lighter grade than the 
average of his previous recital, a wise precau- 
tion, by the way, at this late season of the year. 
Mr. Tripp was assisted by the Toronto Ladies’ 
Quartette, whose excellent rendering of three 


The first amateur production in Toronto of 
the popular comic opera, Erminie, was given 
at the Grand Opera House on Monday evening 
last, before a large and delighted audience. 
The cast was as follows 


Erminie Mrs. JC. Smith | unaccompanied part songs found much favor 
Javotte Mise Jardine-Thomson | with the audience, the same admirable quali- 
Cerise Mise Edith Hirst | ties which have marked their previous appear 
Princess de Granponuer Miss Ella Miller | ances being noticeable on this occasion also. 
Marie Miss Teresi Rolleri ° 

Cadeaux { two Thieves | Fred Solomon The space at my disposal will permit me to 
Ravennes... \ W. E Rimssy | refer to only one of the several special recitals 
Marquis de Ponvert Louis McGowan ss . 

Eugené Marcel Athess thee held at the Conservatory of music during the 


Harry ©. Toda | Past few days, programmes of which lie before 


Chevalier de Brabazon 
T. A. Baker | me. The most iateresting of these was given 


Simon, a waiter 





Dufois, landlord at inn Al Mack | on Thursday evening of last week by piano- 
Visconte de Brissac E Gilchrist | forte pupils of Mr. Edward Fisher, assisted by 
De Launcey, the captain H. F. Gadaby | vocal pupils of Signor D'Auria. An excellent 
Sergeant Syd Ragg | programme of classical and modern music for 


As might have ween expected with such an | tp, piano was rendered by Misses Kathleen 
array of talent, a remarkably smooth perform: | yajjoch, Ada E. Mulligan, Edith H. Combe, 
ance was given, every department of the work Tilly M. Corby, Jennie E. Haight, Annie John 
being well prepared and admirably carried out. son, Elsie Kitchen, Lila Carss, Elith Barson, 
Among the soloists the honors were divided Bella Geddes, Mrs. M. D. Barr, and Julia F. 
between Mrs. J.C. Smith a Erminie, and Miss MacBrien. The playing of Miss Carsa, 
Jardine-Thomson as Javotte. Mrs. Smith's Miss MacBrien and Mrs. Barr was specially 
eymnpathetic voice was well adapted to her worthy of favorable mention. Songs were 
role, and in several of her solos she awakened rendered by Misses Effie Perry, Marie Cavers, 
considerable enthusiasm among the audience, Clara Rothwell, and Edith Fitch, the large 
Miss Thomson’s singing and acting were a 
feature of the performance, her previous fre 
quent appearances in light opera giving hera 
freedom of action not possessed by many 
amateurs. Mention must also be made of the Mr. E. W. Schuch, the well known vocal 
excellent work done by Miss Theresi Rolleri and | teacher of this city, will hold a summer term 
Miss Ella Miller in their respective roles. It | during August for advanced and professional 
would have been a diffisult matter to improve | students. His successin bringing on some of 
upon the Two Thieves as represented by Mr. | our popular fevorites as singers, such as 
Fred Solomon and Mr. W. E. Rimsay. Mr. | Miss Minnie Gaylord, Miss Lilli Kleiser, 
Solomon as Cadeaux was irresistibly funny, his| Miss Maud Beach and Mr. Alfred D, 
acting and singing doing much to divest | Sturrock among others, eminently quali- 
the general effect of the performance] fies him for such work as he contemp- 
of a suspicion of amateurism. Mr. Ram-| lates making a specialty in this connec- 
say proved an excellent support to Mr, / tion, Mr, Schuch will take a limited number 





audience present bestowing liveral applause av 
a manifestation of their appreciation of the 
work of the pupils. 


I have received two communications, one 
from a member of the Toronto Orchestral 
- School, the other from a connoisseur in music, 

The work of the orchestra reflected infiaite | , +n touching upon Mr. S. T. Church's refer- 
credit upon the conductor. Composed almost ences in the last issue of SATURDAY NIGHT 
entirely of local talent, a few players only hav-| ooncerning the artistic standard of the last 
ing been secured from Hamilton and Buffalo, | ooncert given by the school as compared with 
it is but a simple act of justice to Signor | i+, previous work. It would appear from these 
D'Auria to state that no local band has ever | jetters that a radical difference of opinion 
approached in artistic merit the work obtained | oxicts between some of the audience and 
by him from the orchestra on Tuesday night | piayers in the orchestra on one side, and the 
last. Particularly creditable were the magnifi- | \orthy secretary on the other, concerning the 
cent overture and the Passo a Sei or ballet point mentioned. Without enlarging upon 
movement, which were played with a regard | +h. matter or upon points brought forward by 
for phrasing and expression clearly indicating my correspondents differing from Mr. Church, 
the artistic influence of a thoroughly cultured it is practically admitted by the managers of 
and experienced conductor. The recitatives the Orchestral School, after two seasons of 
also, and other difficult phrases were played | oxperimenting, that artistic progress would be 
with a precision quite unusual with local impossible were no special technical standard 
demanded of candidates for admission to the 
orchestra. A system of examinations has 
therefore been projected, having in view the 
higher development of the organization, by 
which the vulgar idea of numbers will give 
way toa plan from which we should be justi- 
fled in expecting artistic results. I sincerely 
trust that the new policy will compensate the 
conductor for his arduous labors in the service 
of the orchestra, and, as stated in a previous 
into greater public pro- 
immense 
sacrifices in behalf of the enterprise. One 
of my correspondents, Honesty, seems to 
have derived some amusement from Mr, 
Church's reference to the press, etc. His 
sarcastic references to the liberty of the 
press as illustrated in much of our local musi- 
cal criticism, would make interesting reading 
but for the somewhat personal remarks con- 


up-serenely at every mild and timid statement 
a of the truth, however kindly expressed, by our 
Mr. Wm. Stephens and Signor del Puente were | joca) critics. Honesty should remember that 

































































Mose—Yes. It belonged to a;’man dat was 


of pupils for this term of twenty lessons, which 
will commence on Monday, July 31, and close 
Friday, August 25, giving five lessons a week 


for four weeks, 
* 


My report of the Orpheus Society's pre- 
sentation of William Tell was unavoidably 
crowded out of last week's issue owing to this 
column going to press one day earlier than 
usual on account of Her Majesty’s birthday. 

MOoDERATO. 





Belleville. 





On Saturday, May 20, Mr. (Dr.) Farley en- 
tertained a large number of her friends at five 
o'clock tea, and againon Friday, May 26, Both 
teas were given in honor of her guest, Miss 
Kerry of Montreal. On both occasions the 
drawing rooms were decorated with quantities 
of natural flowers, and were lighted by hand- 
some lamps and prettily shaded candelabra. 
Mrs, Farley was assisted at both functions by 
Mrs. Daw, Miss Kerry, Miss Kelso, Miss 
Bessie Kelso and Miss Hilda Frost. At the 
first tea Mrs. Farley wore a handsome helio- 
trope gown with trimmings of heliotrope vel- 
vet and cream lace. At the second she was 
daint!ly gowned in a cream and green striped 
silk trimmed with green velvet and white lace. 
Mrs. Daw wore a handsome black and white 
silk with b'ack lace and natural flowers. Miss 
Kelso, black dress with mauve silk waist ; 
Miss Bessie Kelso, cream delaine with old rose 
ribbons ; Miss Frost, black skirt with shot 
silk blouse ; Miss Kerry, a dainty gray gown 
trimmed with gray silk. The invited guests at 
the first entertainment were: Mrs. J.J. M. 
Anderson, Mrs. E. B. Burrell, Mrs, (Dr. 
Clinton, Miss Corby, Miss Dickson, Mrs, (Dr. 
Eakins, Mrs. and Miss Elliott, Mrs. Corby, 
Mrs. (Dr.) Gibson, Mrs. James Grant, Mrs. and 
Miss Holden, Mrs. Jamieson, Miss Jones, Mrs, 
S. A. Lazier, Mrs. and Miss Mathieson, 
Mrs. Mendel!l, Mrs. Masson, Miss Macnider, 
Mes. Morden, Mrs. McLean, Mrs. Fred Ling- 
ham, Mrs. J. McCuaig, Mrs. A. F. McCuaig, 
the Misses Neilson, Miss Palmer, Mrs. Porter, 
Mes. Pole, Mrs. and Miss Parker, Mrs. and 
Miss Price, Mrs, and Miss Ritchie, Mrs. U, E. 
Thompson, Mrs. L. W. Yeomans, Mrs, Frank 
Wallbridge, Miss Clare Wallbridge, and Mrs. 
George and Miss Walker. Those invited on 
Friday were: Miss and Miss Kathleen Bell, 
Miss Biggar, Mra. R. J. Bell, Mrs. Anderson of 
Chicago, the Misses Chandler, Miss Caswell, 
Mrs, (C31.) Campbell, Mrs, Casey, Miss Eagan, 
Mrs. N. B. Falkner, Mrs. Hope, the Misses 
Hope, Miss Henderson, Mrs, and the Misses 
Hudson, Mrs. (Col.) Lazier, Mrs. Leitch, Mrs, 
F. C. Lazier, the Misses Lister, Mrs.Mathieson, 
Mrs. W. B. Northrup, Miss Jessie Nielson, 
Mrs. W. N. Poulton, Miss Grace Poulton, Mrs, | 
J. P. C. Phillips, the Misses Pierson, Mrs, (Dr.) | 
Peters, Miss Proctor, Mrs. W. W. Pope, the 
Misses Stinson, Miss Starling, Mrs. George 
Stewart, Mrs. Thomas Stewart, Miss Stork, 
Mrs, Sewell, Miss Sankey, Mrs. Tannahill, Miss 
Elith Gerrill, Miss Annie Wallbridge, Mrs, | 
Caldwell of Winnipeg, Miss Wills, Mrs Web- 
ster, Miss Blanche Wilson, the Misses Yar- 
wood and Mrs. Yonker. 

Mrs, Harry Corby, gave a small pedro party 
at her residence, Bzllwood, on Thursday even- 
ing May 18. Mrs. Corby wore a handsome 
black silk gown with black lace 
trimmings. The Misses Corby who 
were gowned io cream and red 
ably assisted Mrs, Corby. Among the invited 
guests were: Mr, and Mrs, U. E. Thompson, 
Mr, and Mrs, Matt Thompson, Mr. and Mrs, 
Fred Linghan, Mr. and Mrs. James Grant, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. B. Northrup, Miss Proctor of | 
Brighton, Mrs, Caldwe!l of Winnipeg, Miss | 
Annie Wallbridge, Mr. and Mrs. J. P. C. Phil- | 
lips, Dr. and Mrs, Farley, Miss Kerry of Mont- 
real, Mias Clare Wal!bridge, Mr, Halliwell and 
Mr. Morden. { 

Oa Wednesday, May 24:h, the Catholic | 
church of Frankford was the scene of a happy 
gathering, when Miss Minnie Power was | 
united in marriage to Mr. J. Nugent, of Ypsi- 
lanti, Mich, The marrisge ceremony was per- 
formed at half-past eight by Rav. F. Connolly, 
and was followed by the regulation nuptial 
mass, The bride wore a handsome travelling | 
gown of fawn broadcloth trimmed with shot | 
silk, and hat to match, and carrieda boug uet of 
roses. Her bridesmaid, Miss Maud Power, of 
Belleville, was gowned in pearl-gray and wore 
a picture hat of cream lisse and plumes, The 
ushers were Mr. Y. P. .J. Power. of Belleville, 
Mr. Will Doyle, and Dr. McCaulay. After 
the ceremony the wedding guests re- 
paired to the lady's home where a recherche 
breakfast was served, Mrs. Nugent was one of | 
our sweetest girls, and owing to her kind and | 
gentle disposition had hosts of friends, which 
was evidenced by the large number of gifts 
she received. Mrs, Nugent is quite an heiress, 
and in this case love and wealth go hand in 





Penrose Pennington—Say, Mose, ain’t dat suit a little loud ? 
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PIANO SOLOS—LATEST ISSUES 
GENOVERIA WALTZ, by E. Williams, a pretty waltz 509. 
SPRING BEAUTY Schottische by Harrington. Very 
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MEDDLERS (Comic) By Jas Fax. A great hit..... 400. 
POLLY O'NEIL,a pretty Waltz Song. By W B.Glenroy 500. 
See our “IMPERIAL” GUITARS, MANDOLINES and 


The Earth is Shrinking. 
Sir Edwin Arnold in one of his recent letters sos Ged Cine ao a in the market. Compari- 


says: ‘The world we live in is becoming sadly | w 
monotonous as it shrinks year by year to WHALEE, ROYCE & CO., 158 Youge St., Toronto 


smaller and smaller dimensions under the 

rapid movement provided by limited passenger MR W ELLIOTT HASLAM 
trains and swift ocean steamships.” . a 

jn pow =o Central, by — oe SIN I 

of its Empire State express, has perhaps toa 
greater berth sar em A pete force eo con- G NG MASTER 

tinent, aided this shrinking process. It is nOW | Begs to . : 
possible, by taking this fastest train in the seaaia apo ssetrere lamieteca of ten weeks 
world, to breakfast leisurely at your home or oe ez 5, in 
hotel in New York, and dine in Buffalo or 
Niagara Falls, almost 450 miles away, at your 
usual hour. Toronto people can leave Union 
ree . 7 50 a.m. — comnect _s this train 
at Buffalo, reaching New York the same even: | For professional singers di 
ing at 10.30. Apply by mail to Edson J. Weeks, | work. cnensed tn church and concert 


general agent New York Central, Buffalo, Mr. Haslam will be 
[ pleased to form an entirel 
N. Y., for copy of one of the Four Track Series, repertoire for the coming season, teaching ths nm a 


most attractive New York and London successes. 
In Great Demand. Address— - 


Lawyer—Do you know where that sign of 265 Simcoe Street, Toronto 
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STAMMERING 


Boy— Yes, sir; the lawyer next door bor- 
rowed it a few minutes ago. He said he was 
CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. No ad 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Toronto. 


going to the ball game. 
M® J. D. A. TRIPP 


Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


On y Canadiana pupil of Moszkowski Berl 
Germay y. formerly pupil of Edward Fisher. e Open ms 
engagements, Toronto Conservatory of Music 

and 2) Seaton Street, J orente 
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MiSs McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 
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TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSI 
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osep treet, Toronto. 
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Music. Toronto O>llege of Music and 608 Caurch Street. 
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KUCHENMEISTER 

. VIOLIN SOLOIST AND TEACHER 
(Late a pupil of the Raff Conservatory at Frankfort-on- 
Main, and of Professors H. E. Kayser, Hago Heermann 
and C. B-rgheer, formerly a member of the Philharmonic 
Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hane von Balow, conductor.) 
Studio, Odd Fellows’ Building, cor. Yonge and Coll 

Streets, Room 13, or College of Masts. _ 
Residence, Uorner Gerrard and Victoria Sse. Telephone 980 
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HERBERT W. WEBSTER 
OONOCERT BARITONB 
Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Late of Westminster 


Abbey, Eog., and Milan, Italy. Instruction in Voice Cul- 
ture, Opera, Oratorio. P Telephone 4227. 


64 Winchester St. or College of Music. 
OPEN TO CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 
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Voice Production and Cultivation 
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A Rouser. 
Employer—What! On time? This is the 
first time in a month. Have you bought an 


alarm clock ? 
Clerk—No ; a folding bed. 





MOORPORATED TORONTO HON. G. W. ALLAN 


PRESIDENT 


Sine 


Artists and Teachers’ Gradaating Courses 
University AMi‘iation for Degrees in Music 
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HB, N. Shaw, B.A., Principal 
Effi ient steff. Complete equipment. Best methods. 
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EDWAGD FISHER, Musical Dir 
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TORONTO, Ont. rganist and Choirmaster Jarvis 
ond, cages Jarvis street 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Terente 


W. F. HARRISON 


? Organist and Choirmaster St. Simon‘’s Church. 
Musical Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
13 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


MR. F. WARRINGTON 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, Toronto, 
will receive pupils in Voice Culture, Expression in Singing 
and Piano at his residence, 214 Carlton erect, Toronto. 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 
highest grades of music, as the instruction is given by ex- 
perienced teachers only. 

Our advanced pupile are not only excellent sight read- 
ers, tut also show careful and thorough training in touch, 
techrique and expression. 

Practical instruction in harmony in connection with 
pianc stadies. 


OBSRTIFICATES AND DIPLOMAS 
Telephone 3921 











M* HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 
returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 
many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field also studied from '84 to ‘88 with Dr. Prof. 1 
Reinecke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. = vp amen, in Frankfort in ‘87. Conoret 
engagemente and pupils accepted. For terms app! ° 
ronto College of Muslo and 105 Gloucester aur” viciass 


MBS: E. M. FOX 
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Studio at 82 Queen Street East. 
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ARTISTS seein 
and Tc OF MUSIC W, © ForRsyTH 
DIPLOMAS (LIMITED) Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 


Send for calender. 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 


MR. E. W. SCHUCH 


Conductor Toronto Vocal Society, Choirmaster 8t. James’ 
Cathedral, Conductor University Glee Club, 
Oonauctor Harmony Ciub, 


Will accept « limited number of 


Advanced and Professional Pupils 


FOR A 


Summer Term of Twenty Lessons 


Five a week for four weeke, commencing Monday, July 8, 
and concluding Friday, August 25 


Terms—Twenty 45-Minute Lessons $50 


Studied in Leipzig and Vienna under Dr. 8. Jadassoha, 
Martin Krause and Prof Julius Epstein, 
Modern methods. Address— 
11% College Street, Toronte 


ME. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH, F.C.0. (8 .) 
Organist and Choirmaster All Sainte’ Churoh, To: a 


Teacher of Organ, Piano and Theory 


Exceptional facilities for Organ students. Pupils pre- 
pared Tor musical examinations. Harmony and Fa 
point taught by correspondence. 

454} Ontario Street, Toronte 


CARL AHRENS, A.R.C.A. 
SUMMER SKETCH CLASS 


Address— Doon, Ont. 


M!ss HEMMING, ARTIST. 
Portraits in Oil and Water Color. 
Studio, Room 70 
Confederation Life Building. 

















Residence, 36 Grenville St. Tel. 4004 








W. L. FORSTER 





hand, 
Dr. Dolan and Mr. Frank Fo:ter spent the 
Q 1een's Birthday in Toronto. Bersy, 


Ltorp N. WATKINS 
38038 CHURCH STREET 
hor ugh instruction oe Guitar, Mandolia and 
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and so much of it. My friend, the High School,} able, NUBBLEs, 
EK — — Continued from Page One. Trustee, expressed the utilitarian phase of it 
amongst the strange bed-fellows I found, | that “this country seemed to be overstocked Sweet Memories. 
RATTAN NTR material for more than a passing sketch. | with water and rocke,” iene os closer to his coun 
As I passed over the road in a Pullman car I o%s ‘ ’ gz we came over this road ! 
= could an but smile complacently at the won-| After passing through the Selkirks there are ae ane tunnels imagin- 
> derful difference between the two trips. Of | long green valleys with flowers lifting o : anes a how does my 
thority. course the scenery was unchanged, but it | blossomsinto the cool April air, surprised to | 44! rd know 
SANADA looks vastly different when one sits in the | find that spring had not come, though they had | ,, _— var Gee coe eee rar ee 
cushioned seat from what it did when I sat on | waited for more than a month for the accus-| Charley Freshleigh took me to the Sunday 
the front of a hand-car, holding my legs up to | tomed warmth of welcome. The spring was | school picnic last year ! 
i & 60 keep from stubbing my toes against the ties. late on the coast, and full of the memory of 
r Ia neither case is it very interesting, except | the mountains I wondered was the spring Emancipated. 
at the points where the road passes over great | late and cold when the world was waiting for Howe Skeeper—You have given up your 
OTTAWA gorges and rapid rivers. Inthe neighborhood | those mountains to be born, for the Laurentian nee I understand, and gone boarding. How 
of Jack Fish Bay and Peninsular Harbor the | hills, with which we are all much more fami- TO hae ae : . Ww 
sh St. wonderful engineering work in constructing | liar, had stretched their low rocky lines above | fee) that I am now te equal of evecy andis 
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Around Town. 





trestles and tunuels cannot fail to interest 
even the languid traveler, and from that to 
Port Arthur one has less of the great deso- 
lation of rock and scrubby pine and more 
that is mountainous and grand. From Port 
Arthur on I slept, for there is not much of in- 
terest; indeed, there is little of interest to 


mense, stupendous, grandly, sublimely awfyl— 


the waste of waters and had begun to give 
shape to the great void long before the glacier 
began to accumulate its snows and the canyon 


of the Frazer had been torn through the heart 
of the mountains. 


* * 
After the exit from the mountains the west- 


talent and the entertainment was most enjoy- 

















girl I meet. 





English Fashion 
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ern way is not unusual except in the luxuri- 


otty waltz 509. dreamland. From Winnipeg west it is a great | quickly nature restores the forests which have The LAD | ES’ PICTORIA L 
ma Very ocean of prairie which grows painfully mono- | been leveled by whirl-winds, fires or volcanic WEEKLY 
.. 600.) Se tonous &s the day fades into night, and day | shocks. Trees a hundred feet high tower ex- The QUEEN 

= aeq again comes without much if any change. Of | ultingly over prostrate rivals, and buried still Pg 
. 40°) OH course there are restful farms and pleasant | further down the tree of a century ago lies rot- 
nent Pianist streams, but there is a weary sameness, | ting slowly beneath the weight of the one that The GENTLEWOMAN 
6 hit..... 400. grandly relieved as the prairies begin to rise | laughs in the soft winds of the Pacific that it WEEKLY 
Sue 500. into mountainous billows of green, as they | has found a place to stand upon the bosom of The LA DY 
eh Gempen: break upon the mountains like giant waves | one that had been great. Thousands of acres WEEKLY 
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St., Toronto 


ASLAM 
ER 


of ten weeks’ 








make one regret being forced by darkness and 


weariness to pull down the blind and visit 


upon ashore. Everywhere one sees the deeply 
baaten paths along which the buffalo once filed 
in search of water. Even when fields have been 
ploughed and wheat bends with heavy heads of 
ripening grain, these furrows are not less dis- 
tinct, and the ploughman will seek in vain for 
reany years to come to remove the marks left 
by the shaggy hordes which once inhabited the 




















acres further east, will employ himself. 
Don. 








ance of the verdure and the evidences of how 


are being reclaimed in these river valleys, 
where there are no trees, and soon it is to be 
hoped the man who is willing to till forty acres 
of ground and make more money at the task 
than the farmer who is tilling a thousand 
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plains. Kingston. 
Svinte te i" 4 4 ined a Pablisher, Bookseller and Newsdealer WHITE. HYACINTHE 
leaving Calgary one wakes to ore e second production of Pinafore by the 4 - 
R ox ee ri ae uavtaitoien in which | *@lented amateur company of Kingston took 80 YONGE STREET <papbipaaeagh 
| and concert Banff, with its curative waters and hand- place on Tuesday evening of last week in the NEAR COR. KING Telephone 1717 sci ME ROSE 
Then the moun- Opera House, for the benefit of the family of -_ EGYPTIAN BOUQUET . 








some hotels, is situated. 
and when the 



























the late Gunner Marsh. Under the same skilful 
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entirely new tains grow in grandeur, 
19 latest and Glacier House is reached one stands a pigmy | ™#2agement of Mrs. Betts and Mesers. Medley e <ne 
7s amidst mountains which tower up into heaven and Telgmann it proved a magnificent success 
itself. Remembering the songs of childhood a and gi and will be repro- 1amo0o0n 
ito of ‘Heaven above where all is love,” one be- | ¢4Ce4 in Napanee shortly. ic. 
. 7 Pa J 
wins to reckon if it be 60 cold a mile and| Mrs. J.J. Salladin of Fulton, N.¥., who has a os RD) gS it Os 
G a half above where we stand, how awfully ee oo _ all the wiater, returned in Ss Ee yp Ore a mes PgR - 
No advance cold it must be ten or a hundred miles | 270™e ‘ast week. : e m+] Aa Se 
Teronte, higher, and wonder seizes upon us The Pinafore company had a most enjoyable P . NY?) Or Os 
as. to when the meridian is reached evening of dancing, etc., at Mrs. Betts’ music : ‘ ‘ > . Lares a hoa a : 
room on Friday evening of last week. were never seen in this city =< Pet: ao a ow 
where it begins to get warm enough for heaven : PE 
f Piano to be habitable. .The snow was only about| Mrs. P. Harty of Ottawa is visiting her in such profusion and va- FEVUMERS 
cl, Berlin, fourteen feet deep at the Glacier House when | ™°ther, Mra. Brannigan of Princess street. riety as to-day shown by us. os : : . 
Ba Open for we visited it in April; probably in January it Alick H. D. Ross, M.A., of Queen’s, has ac- Our desians are not in TORONTO « 
nto may have been forty; at any rate, the glisten- cepted a good position on the teaching staff of 8 - 
—— ing glacter on the mountain i quite ns Geep a0 me Caltegtate Institate of vivearte, BC. ad the old beaten tracks that 
armony a3 consequently given up his proposed trip to , , . i FB 
that all the year round. I should like to be everybody knows at sight, W C t 
mec there when it breaks away; that is to say, I a with a Government geological survey but ‘shee new ed e our ompetition 
’ P should like to be where I could see it, not with | Party. Pking ais : 
sand Plane any view of obstructing its passage but hoping hong of Kingston is visiting friends in artistic, Te combi- IT’S THE PRICES THAT TELL 
| to see whether it would carry away any moun- . nations of rare eauty in Ladies’ Solid Silver Stem wind Watches..................... 7 
ii bade, sete not. I have been through the Alps W. Barrow, traveler for Fliett, Lowndes & Diamonds. Pearls R . Leteey Solid 14k. Gold Stem-wind Watches ‘enh ae *, eee 
° , , : entleman’s Ox. . 9 5 ¢ 
and the Rocky Mountains a thousand miles Co., Toronto, is home for afew days’ visit. ; y NUDES, Gentleman's Solid 14%. Gold jae Walthan Watebes: ; os can 75 00 
further south, through the Sierra Madres; I | Dr. Macdonell, who was drowned on Sunday Opals, Emeralds, Sap- Gentleman's Solid Silver Stem-wind Watches............ 5, worth 8 00 
it, Ete. ’ : ’ afternoon while boating on the river, was + on e Gentleman’s Filled Gold Stem-wind Watches................ 12, worth 20 00 
ninations im have gazed with awe at Popucatapetl and ° phires, l'urquoises, &c., of Diamonds, Jewelry, Silverware, Clocks, Bronzes, &c.. at 


irch Street. 


Orizaba, but at the Glacier House one stands 
amidst an army of mountains much grander and 
as much more impressive as is an army com- 


























buried on Tuesday at St. Mary’s cemetery. Drs, 
Anglin and Minnes represented the students 
of Queen’s, and several of the professors also 
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oA were present 
ankfort-on- pared with one soldier. As we pass out into . 
a the valley and creep over vast trestles, there is Cor. Yonge & Adelaide Sts. 168 Yonge Street, Toronto 
aay height and depth, mountains of snow, with Brockville. ee ns ‘ RETIRING FROM BUSIN s 
ind Coll millions of pine trees worshipping at their _ We are in the posi- ES 
iege p Z . ie 
sic. feet, singing always that song of glory tothat | The one lady in Brockville who is possessed tion to quote value, be A 
ae. whieh is high and mighty, for you know that of a bicycle feels lonesome and is patiently cause we select stones Must We Drink DOUBLE TRIPS 
STER pine trees always have a song and the song of hoping that ladies here will follow the example personally from the cut- Niagara Falls Line Steamers 
. the pine tree on the mountain side is more | of their Toronto sisters and take to the wheel ters in Amsterdam. TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 
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pression as varied as the many phases which 
the human face takes upon itself the longer 
Frowning cliffs have a look of con- 


Mr, Frank Temple of Los Angeles is a guest of 
Mr. Fulford. 
Mr. George T. Fulford, who has been spend- 


New Management, New Rates, New 
Buildings 





harmful germs and renders even the city water 
perfectly safe. 
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SO, HAS man, it has always a stern and duty-com- | guests of Mr. W. Martin. man of taste and style the gradations of BEST BEVERAGES 
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ae eee res . : that the lapels of the coat should be faced mage, Oddfellows’ Building, cor. Yonge & College Sts. 
eory above, and the cataracts pour down from so| per, ete., were all that could be desired, the : P P Bee : J. J. McLAUGHLIN Office hours, 9 to 10 a.m., 2 to 4and 7 to 9 p.m.; Sunday 
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separate themselves in sheer fright and begin 
to oat upon the air as we imagine the soul 
does when it leaves the body, all adding to 
the grandeur and mystical awfulness of 
mountain scenery which is perhaps equaled 


West street. As usual, 
charming. Particularly noticed were: Mrs. 
Logan, cream silk Empire gown, en ftraine ; 
Mrs. McCormic, red corded silk en traine,; 
Miss Donagh, pink silk en traine; Miss Wat- 


ot the coat with satin de chines, as the satin 
fits closer and firmer and the coat slips on 
easier. 

Such are the styles as furnished by 


Henry A. Taylor 


163 and 155 Sherbourne St. 
"Phone 2095 TORONTO 
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CHAS. E. BURNS 
STEAMSHIP AND TOURIST AGENCY 


FOR 
England, Ireland, Scotland, the Continent and 


Theory nowhere in the world, which is not ap- | son, yellow silk ; Miss Flo Doyle, apple green 

pile pre- Proached by scenery in any portion of | silk. and Miss H. Donagh, pale blue silk. No. 1 Rossin House Block wn anms ck le bee ial 

seme the world that I have visited. Nor is it merely | Among others present were: Mrs, Brayley of | ———-----—------- (THE SARATOGA OF OANADA) Georgia and all Southern States, . 

ronte & glimpse that you get of this, but miles, and | Toronto, Miss Myers of Montreal, and the ® 2 Under the management of Mr. M. A. THOMAS, of Toronto, April, May, June and July Tours in Europe. 
Philharmonic Concert Best hotel accommodation World's Fair, and 
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Scores of miles, the car now and then darkened 
as it passes through a tunnel, thus adding the 
deeper impression of not only being suspended 
between wave and sky, but of passing through 
the bowels of the earth and sugaesting.to 





Misses Cattle, L. Cattle, Lawrence, Evans, 
Walton, Ball, Flo Ball, Gra~a Polley, H. Polley, 
A. Doyle, McKay, Emma Campbell, J. Shan- 
non, Wilkinson, M. Martin, Nellie Straiton,and 
Ferguson of Goderich, and Messrs, H, Ball, 


F. H. TORRINGTON, Conduotor. 
SIR ARTHUR SULLIVAN'S MASTERPIECE 


“THE GOLDEN LEGEND,” &c. 


will be 


OPEN FOR GUESTS JUNE 15 


An illustrated booklet showing views of surrounding 





all places in U. 5. and Canada. 
For all information, oall or address 
CHAS. BE. BURNS, 77 Yonge 8t.. TORONTO 
"Phone 2400 (2nd door above King). 


Take the Old Reliable and Popular 


every mind which has a touch of mysticism in | C. Shannon, B, Smith, Thomas G, Henderson, : : 
- it the strange and perhaps tumultuous transi- | Dr. S. Hunter, G. Nairn, T. Nairn, Whitely, Caledonia Rink, June 6 scenery sent free on application. N m% R 
tion from this existence into another, McLean, T. Gundry, Bissett, Robinson, C. Gar- A MUSIC HK ESTIVAL es . NE ® LU 
Gs row, Lee, Lawrence, Logan, and other popular Tickets in reserved sections 503., 750. and $1; gallery HOTEL LOUIS ’ OR PARK 8. S. LINE, 
Iding. Craning one’s neck the mountain tops are | and well known ladies and gentlemen, teont $1, at Nordhelmer’s. NOW OPEN BUROPE 





ST 





Seen ; bending low from window or platform 
there is that agony of effort that the water is 
making to reach the sea; everything is im- 


Miss Effie Elaine Hext gave a charming 
elocutionary evening, with poses in Greek 


costume, last week, She was assisted by local ‘ 


PUBLIC REHEARSAL Monday Evening, 
June 6, Caledonia Rink, 26c. 
Pablic entrance to Rink from Dalhousie Street. 


G. 0. H. Orehestra Wednesday & Saturday 


For rates epp!y— PETER McINTYRE. 
ovein House, York Street, or Hotel Louise 


Agent also for Allan, State, Dominion, Beaver, Ham- 


A. F. WEBSTER nich Pe su 





















































































































sutler a 
Fort McRae, N. M., 





forceful public opinion in the military commu- 


Yalla, in deference to his brilliant ecru hue 
and the title stuck. 


esting. He was a long, lean, “ yaller” 
with hair on his hide like rope yarn and a ten- 


trouble. 


adopted him. 


improve as he grew older and more sophisti- 
cated. 


ton confidentially, 
he’s learnin’, Lootenant ; he’s learnin’. 
stutter solemnly : 
d—d—damn fool.” 


into McRae. 


the train. 


said, ‘‘Oh, he’s all right. 


along.” 


barking down at the train, he saw a yellow, 
wriggling mass and some dust ; and then from 


came streaking for the store, a total wreck. 


picture of abject woe. He was led into the 
corral by Johnny, who, as he washed the stains 
of battle from him, muttered, ‘“‘ Well! that 
blamed pup does have the gol darndest luck.” 

Yalla had a loving disposition and yearned 
for friends and companions; but his attempts 
to secure them kept him chewed up pretty 
much all summer, and in time he came to look 
like a piece of bric-a-brac. The soldiers shied 
rocks at him when he loafed around the com- 
pany quarters, and every dog spoiling for a 
fight would hunt up Yalla and try his teeth 
on him. It was plain that Yalla was 
hoodooed. The post surgeon had a setter 
dog with a hair lip who haughtily allowed 
Yalla’s association with him after long coaxing. 
It was an unfortunate friendship for the ecru 
pup. They were exploring the back of the 
company barracks together one day and wan- 
dered indiscreetly into the vicinity of the 
laundress’s quarters. Private Maguire’s wife 
was boiling soft soap that day in a big kettle 
on top of a sort of out-door oven common to 
army posts and New Mexican towns. Mrs. 
Maguire was a lady of uncertain temper and 
fluent tongue, and she had a strong prejudice 
against all dogs in general and Yalla in parti- 
cular. She used language and a club on the 
dogs. but they didn't know enough to go away. 
The doctor's dog loved to gambol and jump, and 
Yalla loved to imitate his high-toned friend. 
Now, the surgeon’s dog jumped because jump- 
ing was his strong point, while Yalla was no 
part of an athlete; but he was game to follow 
his leader, 
airily over the kettle of soft soap, Yalla fol- 
lowed him enthusiastically ; but the yellow 
dog miscalculated his agility, stopped in mid- 
air, and landed in Mrs. Maguire's soap, howl- 
ing like a devil. Mrs. 
hurriedly with fire in her eye, 
heart and a stick of cordwood in her hand, 
landed Yalla out of the kettle and banged the 
scalded hide of the dog. The doctor's dog 
vanished like a stfeak, while poor Yalla 
crawled home, more dead than alive and witha 
serious depreciation of his beauty. Johnny 
Ayers sighed when he sa'v him and said, 
‘*Damn my skin, but that dog does have tough 
luck ; but experience wil! learn him.” 






























ence than good fortune. 

Billy Flanders, the beef contractor, 
ranch was down the canyon below the post, 
had a girl bulldog that he used to brag about, 
and Yalla fell dead in love with her. 
didn’t like Yalla, who in 


and pistol. ‘‘Johnny,” said Billy one day, 
away from my ranch, darn my hide if I don’t 
make coyote bait of him.” 
* Now, Billy,” said Johnny, ‘‘ don’t you go 
for to get excited about Bony. He ain't a 
beauty, I'll allow, but he has his pints. He 
ain't a-goin’ to bite you, an’ he ain’t a-goin’ to 
im i elope with that wall-eyed dog of yourn. Give 


he’s learnin’ ; he’s gettin’ on.” 
Billy Flanders got back to his ranch one day 
and there in the corral sat Yalla breathing 


had a yellow dog that he called Bonito, but a 


nity suppressed that name and called him 


Yalla was a remarkable dog in his way ; yet, 
while he wasn’t of any particular breed of dogs 
known to science, and was not pretty, as 


Johnny's name seemed to imply, he was inter- 
dog, 


der-hearted, sympathetic yearning for canine 
friendships that constantly got him into 


Johnny Ayers picked up Yalla when he was an 
orphaned puppy in Paraje; or perhaps it would 
be more correct to say that Yalla picked up 
Juhnny, for he followed the sutler’s wagon out 
of the town over the Jornada to the post. 
Johnny was a good-natured, easy-going fellow, 
and as he couldn't get rid of Yalla he formally 


The intelligence of Yalla was rudimentary ; 
but Johnny was sanguine about him, blinded 
by affection, and maintained that Yalla would 


“Bonito,” quoth Johnny to Lieut. Guy Carle- 
“ain’t got much luck; but 
” Carle- 
ton, who could see no future for the dog, would 
“Joh—honny, that dog’s a 


One day a Mexican wagon train, laden with 
quartermaster’s supp'ies, rolled down the trail 
Yalla was at the sutler’s store, 
quivering with excitement, and, urged on by a 
cold-hearted cavalryman, he started off to meet 
The cavairyman knew that every 
Mexican wagon train averaged about three big, 
yellow, wolfish dogs tothe wagon, and he be- 
lieved that Yalla’s social call would be mis- 
understood. As Johnny stepped out of the 
store about that time, the soldier mentioned 
Yalla’s excursion to him, but the sutler simply 
He ain’t as pretty 
as some pups, but he’s picking up ideas right 


The soldier sat down, lit his pipe, and waited 
for Yalla’s return trip. He heard a vigorous 
the heap there came a yellow flash and Yalla 


His long ears were torn to ribbons, bunches of 
hair had been chewed off him, and he was a 


When the setter therefore jumped | 


Maguire came out | 
anger in her | 


But Yallafound it easier to acquire experi- | 
whose | 

Billy | 
the ardor of his | 
affection haunted the butcher shop, undergoing | 


a series of thrilling experiences from knife, axe | 


“if you don’t keep that buckskin pup of yourn | 


Bony a show. He ain’t had no sort of luck, but | 


, 4) . 
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Yalla: The Tale of a Dog. J : 


From The Illustrated American. 


Mr. Flanders was 


OHNNY devotion into the bull’s ear. 
AYERS, mad and, reaching for an axe, he made a wipe 
who was! at Yalla, who started up with a yelp of terror 





t | to fly. 

Too late; and yet not too soon; for the 
descending axe that ought to have cleft him in 
twain fell short and amputated his tail clean 
up to the socket. Shrieking with pain and 
shame, Yalla went for his home with the speed 
of a “ norther.” 

Yalla was now a picturesque ruin, with half 
his hair gone, his front teeth out, and his taila 
mere reminiscence. The sufferings that dog 
endured in fly time were awful, but he sur- 
vived, and by winter he began to recover his 
spirits ; and Johnny Ayers declared that none 
but a dog of superior gifts could have survived 
his trials. But Yalla had other experiences to 
undergo. 

Along in the late summer nights the garrison 
was nearly driven crazy with the howling of 
coyotes that came scavengering round the 
brickyards, and Lieut. Carleton was desper- 
ate and ready for anything to abate the 
nuisance. He consulted with Johnny Ayers, 
who entered warmly into his scheme of 
building a trap, and he proposed that it should 
be put up back of the corral of his store. Carle- 
ton demurred on the location. 

**Look here, Jer—Johnny,” he said, ‘‘if we 
put up a tut—trap near your place that dud— 
damn dog of yours will get kuk—killed sure.” 

‘‘Oh, I guess not, Lootenant,” said Ayers 
warmly. ‘ Heain’t partickler lucky, I'll allow, 
but he ain’t been learnin’ for nothin’, You 
won’t ketch him foolin’ round no traps; no 
sirree!” 

Well, they built a kind of triangular log 
trap, with a big, old-fashioned horse pistol 
loaded with slugs pointing at the entrance. 

A big chunk of beef was the bait and a wire 
connected it with the trigger of the pistol. 
The trap was all ready for business about 
noon time, and Ayers and Carleton retired 
to their respective quarters to rest and wait 
for coyotes. About one o’clock a tremendous 
explosion was heard and the doctor's hair- 
lipped setter was seen going past the guard- 
house like a telegram. When Carleton and 
Ayers arrived at the trap the unlucky Yalla 
was found laid out, alive, but an awful wreck. 
How he escaped death was a mystery, for all 
the slugs were found between his hide and his 
bones and his leg was smashed. They got the 
slugs out of him, patched up his leg, and laid 
him in the shed to recuperate. Johnny com- 
mented on his luck and wondered if his 
Bonito could undergo anything else but death. 
The event sobered Yalla, and as the doctor's 
dog cut him dead, he settled down into a 
melancholy pessimist. 

But by spring he was round again, 
and when the sutler and Carleton. went 
fishing one day, why, Yalla went along, 
carefully avoiding Billy Flanders’s ranch. 
He was the toughest-looking dog in New 
Mexico, and that is sayinga good deal for a 
country famous for itscanine ugliness. Every- 
thing went well until the noon hour, when the 
party sat under a cottonwood eating luncheon, 
Yalla snapping up the unconsidered trities the 
men cast aside. When they got down to 
cigarettes and talk a big yellow hornet came 
droning around and Yalla got his eye on him. 
When the hornet lit the dog snapped him up 
quicker than a wink and lay down with the air 
of a dog that was entirely up to snuff. Johnny 
looked at him admiringly and remarked that 
Yalla was learning; Carleton, who had watched 
the going in of the hornet and the goings-on of 
the dog, said he thought he was. 

Suddenly Yalla jumped to his feet with a 
| short bark, and a look of pained surprise was 
on his face. Then he rolled and jumped, and 
howled, and rolled again. Then he chased 
himself around the tree and rolled ; and then 
he put up the vailey with his stump of a tail 
standing out straight. He came back on the 
dead jump, wheeled into the foothills, doubled 
on his tracks, and, with a howl, went like an 
insane creature for the river and disappeared 
forever. That was the end of Yalla. 

“Suicide, Johnny,” said Carleton gravely. 
| Johnny shook his head sadly and responded : 
** Well, Lootenant, that dog never did have no 
luck, ’n p’r’aps if he'd lived he’d a learned 
somethin’ ; but he was greaser, he was, 'n his 
cclor was agin him. Lootenant,” he added 
solemnly, after gazing a moment at the muddy 
swirls which had closed forever over poor 
| Bonito's ill-luck, ‘‘ Lootenant, God don’t love 
JOSEPH SMITH. 
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nothin’ yeller.” 


The Adventures of Jones. 


THE WILD CAT FRIGHTENER, 

* You remember that trip I made out through 
| Michigan over a year ago, doubtless,” said 
| Jackson Peters. “I never told you of the odd 
| genius I met at Pontiac, who was going to do 
away with carpets on floors by sticking little 
pieces of carpeting on the feet with mucilage. 

Jones looked at the younger man with se. 
verity. ‘‘Jackson, I was just on the point of 


” 


| 
| 

| 

telling a story about a little idea of my own 
| when I lived in Iowa several years ago. En- 
| rich us with the tale of your bright young 
| friend some other time.” 

| ‘“* Yes,” returned Peters, ‘‘it does very well 
| for you to say that, but my story was going to 
| be a true one,” 

* Young man,” answered Jones. *‘ you seem 
to forget that lam your former teacher. ‘The 
| memories of the district school at Hemlock 
| Hollow appear to be deserting you.” 

“Give us your story, Jones—give us your 
| story,” said Smith encouragingly. 

‘IT was going to,” replied Jones. ‘‘It wasa 
| mumber of years ago. I was living out in 
Iowa, near Des Moines. My place was on the 
Des Moines River bottom, and the bluffs were 
literally alive with wild-cats. The wild-cate 
from all over the country seemed to be in the 
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gun.” 





said Jackson Peters. 
** An idle tale, Jackson, an idle tale. 
must relaxa little sometimes, As I was——” 











walked off with my choicest fowls. 
bright idea occurred to me. 







loud voice.” 





Peters defiantly. 





slightly. 
‘*That was a clever notion,” 
son—‘‘very clever notion. 






from tramps.” 
‘No, Robinson, no,” 
ing, and evidently much gratified ; 










talent for dealing with wild-cats, 


was concerned. I 'scatted’ 










cation of it. I soon found it, 










soon decided against it. 






Edison 
tachment. 


phonograph with 











ing voice. 
the phonograph near my hen-house. 









one, 





sequent cats. 
form of vermin.” 
gone out. 
Peters, 


seemed thoughtful. 
drew a long breath, and said: ‘Jones, may [ 
trouble you to tell us when this interesting and 
valuable incident took place?” 

* Certainly, Jackson, certainly. 
mer of 1871.” 

Peters smiled. Then he said: ‘‘ The phono- 
graph, Jones, is given a later date by the more 
advanced historians and archzologists. You 
are, Jones, guilty of anachronism.” 

*No doubt, Jackson, no doubt,” answered 
Jones ; ‘‘most men who tell the truth are. I 
shall not lie to avoid an anachronism—no, not 
if Iam guilty of an anachronism with every 
word I utter—if my whole life becomes 
one vast anachronism. Truth, Jackson, 
truth first always. We will now listen to the 
important and educational account of your 


In the sum- 





; uncle in Michigan, that brainy and scholarly 


gentleman who proposes to do away with 
floors by having everybody wear wooden shoes, 
Proceed, Jackson,” 

Peters looked at Jones with a weary air, 
tossed the stub of his cigar into the fire, and 
answered: ‘It’s of no importance. Some fu- 
ture day will do as well—a year from now 
two years—any time.”—Harper’s Weekly. 





How to Work the Brain, 





For the healthy the nap in the afternoon is 
not necessary, and the brain will not demand 
it. If a man fiads himself napping at that 
time, either he has eaten too much at his mid- 
day meal or his cerebral circulation is feeble. 

It is the universal habit of the pig that is 
being fattened to sleep in his sty after his mid- 
day meal. The working horse, on the other 
hand, which gets nothing at midday but a feed 
of corn—a small but highly nutritious meal— 
does not sleep at all after it, but is fresh and 
ready for work in half av hour, 

One would like to persuade all literary 
workers to work in the day and to sleep in the 
night. They should never go for more than 
eight hours a day. Early rising would be 
good for most of them, A cup of coffee and a 
piece of toast at half-past 6 might be followed 
by an hour's work from 7 to 8. The whole hour 
between 8 and 9 should be devoted to a thor 
oughly good breakfast and a short walk. Work 
from 9 to 12. 

Half an hour should then be spent in gentle 
sauntering in the fresh air, and a light lunch 
should follow—say a chop and bread, with a 
modicum of light pudding, accompanied by a 
small giass of lager beer. From 1 to 2 a pipe 
and a saunter, and at 2 a cup of black coffee. 
From 2 to 4, work; at 4a cup of afternoon tea, 
and a rest until 5. From 5 to 6 or half-past, 
work ; and at hali past 6 the real labors of the 
day should be over and completed. 

At 7a good, well cooked, appetizing, slowly 


neighborhood that year holding a wild-cat 
World’s Fair—a fact, gentlemen. Ihad a fancy 
stock farm, and between the resident and the 
visiting wild-cats they played the very deuce 
with my blooded chickens, I don’t need to tell 
you, gentlemen, that I am mortally afraid of a 


‘*Seems to me that’s a pretty serious admis- 
sion for a man to make who only last night 
was telling how, down in Arkansas, he used to 
spring up bears with a four-inch hickory plank, 
and shoot them on the wing, like clay pigeons,” 


A man 


‘** But you offered to bet fifty dollars that——” 

**T couldn’t shoot those wild-cats, you see, so. 
what could I do? Night afcer night they 
One day a 
It was nothing 
more nor less than every time I heard any dis- 
turbance among the chickens to put my head 
out of the window and call out ‘Scat!’ in a 


The narrator paused and looked at Jackson 
But Peters only blew a cloud 
of smoke ceilingward and arched his eyebrows 


observed Robin- 
Worthy to rank 
with your plan for extracting the latent energy 


answered Jones, smil- 
“no, you 
are too kind. My tramp idea showed genius ; 
such things come to a man but once in his life- 
time; this was simply an indication of a special 
Still, if you 
would believe it, my plan proved utterly 
valueless as far as frightening the cats away 
myself: hoarse 
every night for a week, still those wild-cats 
went right on carrying away my poultry. But 
I felt that the principle was a sound one, and 
I looked about for the weak point in the appli- 
I was employing 
the same volume of scat for wild-cats which is 
used in the case of tame cats, and wild-cats 
are three times bigger than tame cats. My 
first thought was of a speaking-trumpet, but I 
I determined to 
make a clean sweep of the whole matter. 
I sent to Chicago and got an improved 
intensifying at- 
I set the intensifier at the ratio of 
three to one. I then shouted a battery of scats 
into the receiver in my natural tame-cat driv- 
I wound up the clock-work, and set 
A small 
wire connected the clock-work with the hen- 
house, so that a cat on entering the door would 
set the phonograph oft, causing it to speak 
I went to bed, gentlemen, and slept 
soundly till morning. After breakfast my fore- 
man told me that at about midnight, when the 
first wild-cat started to enter my chicken-coop 
to feloniously abstract my poultry, that phono- 
graph sort of cleared its throat and remarked 
‘Scat!’ in a voice that rattled the windows, 
Gentlemen, my foreman was a man in whom I 
had the utmost confidence, and he told me that 
atter that phonograph spoke he observed a 
long gray streak of wild-cat reaching from my 
hen-house door to the underbrush about two 
hundred yards distant. The same phenomenon 
was noted by my foreman in the case of sub- 
I have lost no more chickens 
through the depredations of this obnoxious 


Jones paused and lit his cigar, which had 
He blew an aggressive cloud at the 
lamp, elevated his chin, and looked at Jackson 


Peters rested his cheek in his hand and 
After some seconds he 
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DENTISTRY. 


R. McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 


Cor. College and Yonge Streets. Tel, 4203 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


N. PEARSON DR. C. H. BOSANKO 


Dentists 


Rooms No. 45 King Street West 
OVER HOOPER’S DRUG STORE 


D®: ALFRED F. WEBSTER, 


DENTIST 
Has removed to $2 Bloor Street West. 


D® HAROLD CLARK 


DENTIST 
45 King Street West (Over Hooper's Drug Store), Toronto. 


DR FRAP K J. STOWE, Dentist 

Student of Dr. Parmly Brown, New York. Office, 468 
Spadina Ave., close to College St. Teeth filled evenings by 
use of Electric Mouth Illuminator. 


M.™: SPARROW,L D:S , Dental. Surgeon 
. Central Dental Parlors 
N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto, 
Special attention paid to painless operating. 







eaten dinner, followed by one cup of black 
coffee, but no tea. Ata quarter to 11 a small 
cup of cocoa and one or two pieces of toast. 
At 11, bed, and sleep till 6 or 6.30. The brain 
worker should not work more than five days a 
week in this fashion. He should have two 
days of leisure in the week. 

The first of these should be devoted to brisk 
and thoroughly fatiguing exercise in the open 
air, and the second to lolling, lounging, a little 
light reading, and the like. This is the kind of 
life which physiology would suggest for the 
brain worker, and in this ‘‘scheme of life” 
there is neither place nor necessity for the 
afternoon nap.—The Hospital. 
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"Varsity Chat. 


T IS written somewhere that there isa 

time to sing, a time to dance, etc. I 

may add to this that there is a time to 

write ’Varsity Chat, and there is a 

time when not to write it. That sea- 

son isnow at hand. The fierce strug- 
gle is over and avaunt with miserable 
books! All that is lovely in life now 
is to be found out of doors. The corridor has 
given way tothe campus, and the campus is 
world wide. Hither and thither go our men 
and women. During the wintry nights they 
struggled with the world in thought, and now 
many of them are in actual battle. A few of 
fortunate parentage are increasing the marrow 
of their bones by delicately toying with sports. 
The good resolutions of the past few months, 
which defined a certain course of study during 
the summer, have already been subdued. Na- 
ture, kind nature, is stronger than human will 
and the games goon. It is well that this is so, 
for wherefore in such a time as this should the 

human body—the seat of the intellect—be held 






































MEDICAL, 


MASSAGE 


THOMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHONE 1286. 


Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lungs and 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Houre—10 a.m. till 4 p.m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 


M. ROSEBRUGH, MN.D., 
. EYE AND EAR SURGEON 
137 CHURCH STREET, TORUNTO, 


R. ANDERSON 


Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922. No. 6 College Street, Toronte. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMCOPATHIST 
8 ialties— Diseases of Ohildrea and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office houre—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


TR. PALMER 


420 College Street 
Telephone 8190. rd Door from Yonge Street. 







































in subjection in order that a resolution should 
be kept? Seeing that these things are so, it is 
proper that for a time this chat should stop. 

* 








A new professorship is needed. Someone 
should found a chair for the purpose of teach- 
ing the Art of Writing on Examinations. If 
an efficient professor were secured there would 
not be so many shattered (physical) constitu- 
tions and those who know their work would be 
able to convince the examiners that they did. 

* 













’Varsity men were numerous among the suc- 
cessful at the recent examinations in connec- 
tion with the Law Society of Upper Canada, 
Those who appeared in the final year list were : 
Messrs. Alexander Smith, ’89; W. E. Wood- 
ruff, W. A. Wilson, J. M. McEvoy, W. C. Hall, | 










EDUCATIONAL, 


GALBRAITH ACADEMY 


In affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Young Women’s Christian Gulld Building 
19 and 21 McGill Street, Teronte 


1 advances from the study of the finest antiques 









































R. J. Bonner, J. A. McKay, D. H. McLean, W. 
B. Wilkinson, W. Brydone, J. W. Mallon, A. 
T. Thompson, and A. H. Sinclair, '90. 


The popl 
to the living model. 
Proressons—G. A. REID, R.O.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
ROA., HAMILTON McOARTHY, R.0.A., L. R. 
O'BRIEN, RO.A 
Circulars and terms on application ‘at the studios, or by 
mail on addressing the Seoretary. 


MONSARRAT HOUSE 


What I Saw in Chicago will be a favorite 
subject for essays at class societies next term. 
7. 







The Globe the other morning contained the 
following : ‘‘ Among those sworn in at Osgoode 
Hall yesterday as barristers and solicitors of 
the supreme court of judicature for Ontario 
was Mr. Alexander Smith, a capable and ener- 
getic contributor to the press of this city. Mr. 
Smith is also a graduate in the department of 
philosophy of the University of Toronto. In 
his third year at ’Varsity he took first-class 
honors on the ‘“ Blake work.” He further 
showed his capacity for work when ia the final 
year he took honors in mental and moral philo- 
sophy, civil polity and logic, besides obtaining 
honors on the second and third years of the 
political science course, then recently estab 
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1 Classic Ave., Toronte. 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 


MISS VENNOR, Principal 


(Late Trevover House, London, Eng.) 
course of instruction will be given ia —_ 













A thorough 
lish, Mathematics and Modern Languages. Pupils 
pared for University examinations. Classes in Sw ib 
Carving will also be twice a week. 

For terms and _For terme and prospectus apply to Friacipal, apply to Principal. 
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training at Walkerton and Collingwood high oD 


schools.” 
TORONTO and STRATFORD 


Was invested by Mr. D. Mc- 
00 Gregor of C inton, Ont., io 

securing a commercial and 

shorthand education at our 

school three years ago. He 

is now employed in the Chi- 

o and Rock Island Railway Offices, Chicago, at a salary 
Our graduates are always success- 


Next week will be full of nervous anticipa- 
tion, the time for the announcement of the 
results to come to hand. Great is the 
scramble for the newspapers the morning they 
contain the results. Sublime indeed is the 
feeling which suddenly seizes a man when he 
sees his name among the successful, 

7 









Victoria's worthies and more worthies gave $1,000 per annum. 


a dinner to the graduating class the other 
evening. Messrs. W. Young, A. M. Scott 
H. J. Hough, R. Y. Parry, J. R. Osborne, G. N. 
Aazen, F. W. Hollinrake, C. P. Clarke, and 
J. A. Ayearst formed the committee of man- 
agement, and the occasion as to numbers and 


ovherwise was a great success, 
* 


Sul 
Our echools are the largest, best equipped, most popular 
and best business colleges in Cana‘ a. 


CATALOGUES FREE 
Location of Toronto School— 
Cor. Yonge and Gerrard 
SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals. 


USINESS 
EDUCATION 


Mr. J. H. Brown, editor-in-chief of the 
’Varsity, will fortify,his brain with ozone from 
Georgian Bay this summer, 


I hear the tread of hurrying feet. The com- 
ing freshmen are eagerly pressing on for the 
July examinations, I must make way. Who 
will chronicle their noble deeds in this column ? « 

An echo answers, “*Whof” Apam Rugus, Pr O’DEA 
. , 


Seo'y.} 
MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 


2@ Queen Street Weat 
Conversational lessons in French, German, Italian, Spau 











Give the Old Man a Show. 


Old Party (at club, trying to view the parade, 
and being entirely ignored aod crowded out by 


the zounaes Pomeat)—~Eeee, waiter ; bring me | igh, Classics and Mathematics. Preparations for University 
examinations. J. V. CUSIN, Principal. 
Scutiintcceeeleicmai panini Teele te Dg 7 
A Big Job. 
S 





Ike—Say Jake, I've got a daisy job fer yer. 
The Why a teller ir B ~% ; 
e—Why, a feller over ir Barnum’s wants a man ter ketch 
‘em out uv a gun—gives yer eight dollars a day.—Judge, Pe OTE Se aes Whe Nip dente 
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found that she was gone, and that she had 
taken you with her, my brain ran wild, and I 
strove todrown my griefin drink. I had no- 
thing to live for, and I wished many a time 
that I could die.” 

** My poor father.” 

‘But I did not blame her. I knew how ter- 
rified she was of an intoxicated man. Poor 
girl, she had braved many a hardship with me 
and for me, but she could not brave the trials 
that befall the wife of a man who drinks, At 
that time we were living in Cleveland and it 
was very hard for me to make aliving. I had 
tried many things but had succeeded best as 
an actor, and for some time I played one of the 
leading parts in an opera company. Your 
mother, who had a very fine soprano voice, was 
the prima donna of that company, and received 
quite as much pay asI did. Things went very 
nicely foratime. But our company suddenly 
broke up, on account of financial difficulties, 
and we were left to shift for ourselves, Your 
mother and I tried the concert stage for atime 
but failed to make it psy, and we gave it up in 
sheer discouragement. Then it seemed that 
fate was against us, and one night in a despon- 
dent mood I did that which wrecked our hap- 
pinese. From that night to this I have never 
seen or heard of your mother. I finally went 
to New Yorkcity and joined an opera company 
that was fitting out for the road. After a 
rather successful tour through the States we 
came to Canada. Here fortune was against us, 
and on reaching Toronto our company broke 
up. I liked the city, and concluded to try my 
hand at teaching music, so I stayed behind 
while my companions went back to the States, 
I have been in Toronto ever since, and am 
known as Professor Van Zandt.” 

“But why did you change your name, 
father?” 


“* Well, as there is luck in odd numbers, so 
is there luck in an assumed name. I found it 
so, at least. There was something in the name 
Van Zandt which gave me distinction, and I 
think I succeeded better with that name than 
if I had made myself known as Barker. Be- 
sides——”” 

At this juncture they were interrupted by 
the entrance of Dr. Martin. 

‘*Pardon my intrusion,” said he, ‘‘ but I have 
some good news for you both, and I could not 
wait a more seasonable hour.” 

“Good news?” exclaimed the professor in 
surprise, 


“You are always welcome, Richard, whether 
you have good news or not,” said Bertha, ad- 
vancing to his side to put her arm lovingly 
through his and lead him to a chair beside 
their own. 

“*Tt will not be necessary for you to go to 
Cleveland, Professor.” 

‘* Why, what do you mean, doctor?” 

“* Well, I might as well tell you first as last. 
Your wife, sir, and your mother, Bertha, is 
here in Toronto.” 

‘What is that you say? My wife here in 
Toronto?” 

‘*My mother in Toronto,” exclaimed Bertha, 
with an expression of happiness in her beauti- 
ful face. ‘‘Oh, Richard ! oh, father!” 

‘*There is nodoubtabout it, for Ihave spoken 
with her, and she will be here this evening.” 

“ But why did you not bring her with you, 
Richard ?” said Bertha. 

“That was impossible. She cannot come 
untila later hour this evening, or rather to- 
night. But she will come, for Roberts and his 
wife will bring her. I am here before them to 
prepare you for her reception.” 

** But how did you find her?” said the pro- 
fessor. 

* Ah, thereby hangs a tale. Roberts gave 
me the clew. He had come down to the Grand 
this afternoon to buy tickets for the opera to- 
night. You know that Madame Zeleska is 
advertised as the pri:ua donna of the company. 
Well, as Roberts passed to the box office, he 
discovered in a large frame near the entrance 
doorway the photos of the principal singers, 
with a large one of Zeleskain the center, As 
he looked at the photograph of this celebrated 
prima donna, he recognized its resemblance to 
the portrait in my study. He immediately 
came to me, and pocketing the photo which had 
served as a prototype for my painting, we went 
back to the Grand Opera House to compare the 
pictures, The one I had wasa fac simile of 
the one at the theater. We then learned that 
Zeleska was stopping at the Rossin House ; 
we called uron her, but she was sleeping at the 
time and could not be disturbed. We called 
again at six o'clock, and we learned that 
Madame Zeleska is none other than Mrs. 
George Barrington Barker, your wife, Pro- 
fessor, and the mother of my sweetheart. 
Well, to make a long story short, we arranged 
that after the opera she should accompany 
Roberts and his wife here. Now, I think this 
is one of the most reziarkable little episodes I 
ever had anything to do with. First, I takea 
fancy to a photograph, and I have a portrait 
made of it; then I meet a lady whom it re- 
semb'es, and with whom I fall so desperately 
in love that out of sympathy for me she 
promises to become my wife ; subsequently I 
find her father, then I find her mother, then 
with the assistance of some very good friends 
I bring about a happy restoration, and then——” 

** And then, Richard?” 

‘*Well, then I marry the girl and am the 
happiest man alive.” 

‘“*And you deserve to be, Richard, for you 
have made us all very happy indeed.” 

As Martin finished they observed that Mrs, 
Horton had entered and was standing beside 
them, with a pleasant smile upon her not un- 
comely features, Bertha sprang impulsively 
towards her and embraced her. 

‘“*Dear Mrs. Horton,” said she, “do you 
know—have you been told?” 

* Yes, dear, Richard has told me everything, 
and I am so glad that it is all turning out so 
nicely.” 

**It is the hand of Providence, Mrs, Horton,” 
said the professor in a solemn voice. ‘' Noth- 
ing else sould have brought about such a 
remarkable reunion.” 

The rumbling of wheels was now heard ap- 
proaching the house. With an exuberant 
thrilling of the pulses, Bertha and her father 
awaited in joyous expectation. Presently there 
were voices in the hall, then Mr. and Mrs, 
Roberts entered the parlor, and with them 
came the b2autiful and accomplished Madame 
Zeleska. Bertha could restrain herself no 
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longer, and with outstretched arms she sprang 
forward, 

““Mother!” she cried, throwing her arms 
about Madame Zeleska’s neck. 

“*My daughter!” exclaimed Madame Zeleska. 

And after a separation of twenty years 
Bertha was clasped in the loving embrace of 
her mother, 


freer cutting power. He takes his block 
within a foot of the wicket and seems to 
drop on a shooter after it has passed 
him—a most tantalizing way of treating a 
bowler. Pope batted effectively, but at 9 
was given out on one of those decisions 
which never suit both sides. The bowling of 
Nicol, Pope and Alison was good all through 
the game. The former, for his weight and 
stature, bowls a very swift ball with a tendency 
to shoot. His delivery seems to strain him 
and he would probably weaken before the end 
of a stubborn innings, but he didn’t weaken on 
Saturday, for he mowed down the last wicket 
in fine {style. Notwithstanding the bowling, 
Parkdale should have overtopped 91 with the 
batting eleven that went to the wickets, al- 
most every man being an old reliable double- 
figure getter. A. E. Black unfortunately put 
one back to Nicol when he had six and retired, 
Leigh, Lyall, Delafosse, Cheney and Webster 
failed to come off. G. N. Morrison, that old- 
time giant of cricket, whom Parkdale has in- 
duced to come out from his retirement of 
several years, put up 16. Want 2f practice 
caured him to sky two or three balls, 
but nevertheless he demonstrated that he 
has not lost the cunning of his nim- 
ble wrist, for he gave some lightning 
touches that amazed the spectators. I am not 
afraid to predict that before Dominion Day he 
will put up a half century in his old interna- 
tional form. Dean made 14, including three 
fours in succession, and Joe Clark carried his 
bat for 12, The latter also took the bowling 
honors for Parkdale, getting seven ’Varsity 
wickets for 33 runs ; of these seven wickets six 
were clean bowled and only one caught. It 
was an off day for Leigh all round, and his 
bowling did not win wickets, and apparently 
the team did not include a change bowler 
likely to do any better. Delafosse, Webster, 
Lyall and Morrison are all good change bowlers, 
but none of them were in practice. The ’Var- 
sity second eleven were billed to play the Park- 
dale juniors on the Exhibition lawn but failed 
to turn up or send word. Had it been known 
that this match was off, Artie Chambers, a 
promising junior who put up 52, not out, 
against Trinity a fortnight ago, would have 
played with the seniors and reiieved Leigh of 
the bowling when the ex-professional early in 
the game discovered that his eye was out for 
the day. This is a point of grievance advanced 
in the daily papers against the ‘Varsity 
cricketers. 

The statement that ’Varsity is weaker this 
year than last is a rather off-hand statement 
and remains co be demunstrated. In my 
opinion 'Varsity will give Trinity agame worth 
seeing. If one has lost Casey Wood, the other 
has lost Grout, so that each have suffered in 
proportion. Wood was never relied upon by 
"Varsity for a score, although he sometimes 
panned out when runs were most needed. On 
the other hand Grout was not only Trinity's 
star bowler, but he was always depended upon 
for one of the leading scores and seldom disap- 
pointed expectations. If anything then, 
Trinity has suffered the greater loss. 

Trinity's annual At Home on the 24th was, as 
usual, a great success, The Toronto cricketers 
arrived about 10.30 a.m., and by eleven the 
match was fairly on its way. Atonep.m,. an 
adjournment was made for lunch, very taste- 
fully served by the steward in the dining-hall. 
Play was resumed about 2 p.m., but the To- 
rontos proved too much for the wearers of the 
red and black and won by about 14 runs, 
Goldingham (31) and A. F. R. Martin (22) were 
the chief scorers for Toronto, while Fleet (15) 
made top score for Trinity. During the after- 
noon music was furnished on the terrace by 
Glionna’s orchestra, and later on in Convoca- 
tion Hall, where a few lighter spirits enjoyed 
dancing for a short time. Harry Webb at- 
tended to the inner man, and on the whole all 
seemed to enjoy themselves, Trinity went up 
to Hamilton on Saturday, May 27, and scored a 
very creditable victory over the Ambitious City 
cricketers. H. B. Robertson, for Trinity, made 
the top score with 56 uot out. After the match 
the Trinity team were dined by Mr. Edward 
Martin, Q.C., at his residence, Ballanahinch. 

Next week I shall give a thorough write-up 
of the annual 'Varsity-Trinity match, criticiz- 


The Portrait. 


Continued from Page Two. 


again I would gladly die, Now that I have 

found my little girl, I have something to live 

for. But tell me about her, Tell me what you 
have learned of her life. You say you are 
going to marry her.” 

‘Yes, she is my promised wife, I am the 
happiest man in the universe.” 

“And to think that it is my little girl, my 
Bertha. Well, well. But I am glad she is 
going to marry you, instead ot some reckless 
devil who might wreck her fair young life. 
But tell me about her, I say, for you must have 
learned a great deal while you were spooning, 
aye, you sly dog, and it strikes me you lost no 
time over it either. So tell me all you know, 
or I shall not give.you my consent.” 

It took some time for Martin to give a 
detailed account of all he knew concerning his 
fiancee. 

‘**But you say Colonel Smith adopted her,” 
said the professor, as Martin paused in his nar- 
rative. *‘Now why did he not communicate 
with her grandfather? He must have seen 
this letter, and he could have sent the child to 
Cincinnati.” 

“Well, it seems he did communicate with 
Major Gordon, but the reply he got was to the 
effect that the major had married again and 
did not wish to be encumbered. He disowned 
his daughter and would have nothing to do 
with ber child.” 

“ A very affectionate father I must say, but I 
should hate to pattern after him,” exclaimed 
the professor bitterly. 

“Colonel and Mrs. Smith had lost a child of 
their own,” continued Martin, ‘‘and when they 
found that Gordon would have nothing to do 
with Bertha they adopted her.” 

“God bless them! But Bertha, what do you 
think of her ?” 

“Think of her! Way, Iam going to marry 
her. Sheis my promised wife.” 

“Oh, yes, certainly ; and of course you think 
the world of her, eh, doctor?” 

‘“* Well, that hardly expresses it. I worship 
her.” 

““Good. I am glad it is so, and I say take her, 
my boy, and may God bless you both. But 
now listen. Iam about to tell you something 
that will surprise you. Since I last saw you I 
have fallen heir to a large fortune in England. 
An uncle of mine has died and asI am the only 
living heir the estate has passed tome. Iam 
now the Earl of Wickford and a wealthy man. 
How does that strike you?” 

Martin's reply was characteristic of him. 

“For you and’ Bertha I am glad,” said he, 
‘but for myself I certainly am not.” 

“ Why, how is that?” exclaimed the professor 
in surprise. 

“Well, you see, it puts Bertha on a level 
above me. It makes ber an heiress and a mem- 
ber of a society from which my circumstances 
preclude me. It is true that I have a comfort- 
able income, but my position is only that of a 
practicing physician, while yours is that of a 
peer of England. Had I known this before I 
should not bave been quite so presumptuous,” 

“Ob, tut, tut, man. You are too proud alto- 
gether. This is all foolishness. Why, you are 
a better man than I am anyday. You have 
brains, my boy, and you know how to use 
them. What you want is brass, for a mixture 
of brass and brains will carry you a great deal 
farther than plain brains alone. Now to my 
notion, the only aristocracy worthy of recogni- 
tion is the aristocracy of the mind, There are 
far more people without titles and social posi- 
tion deserving of honor ,than there are with 
them. So don’t you be foolish.” 

“Well, I presume you are right, Professor, 
but I must say that I am glad I gained Bertha’s 
consent to be my wife before I knew of this.” 

‘* You think it looks better?” 

“No, I don’t mean that. What I mean is 
this: She will know that I want her for her- 
self. I despise a fortune hunter, I want a 
companion, a helpmate, and I would marry her 
if she had not a cent in the world.” 

“And you would be worthy of her if she 
were a prince:s. Now don’t be foolish, doctor. 
You have won her fairly. She is yours, and 
this little difference in circumstances need not 
trouble you inthe least. Now, I want to tell 
you my plans, This letter gives no evidence 
that my wife is dead. If she lives I must find 
er, With the date of the letter to serve asa 
clue, I shall go to Cleveland and search the 
hospitals for a record. This may lead to her 
present whereabouts, should she be alive. 
Meanwhile, I must meet my daughter. You 
can arrange this for me, and I shall depend 
upon you. Remember that I am very impati- 

ent. I must see her before I leave for Cleve- 
land,” 

The professor rose to go. 

“I shall prepave her for the meeting at once,” 
said Martin as the two shook hands, 

** Above all things, doctor, try to make her 
believe that Iam not such a character as that 
letter suggests.” 

“Oh, certainly; she shall understand that 
the Earl of Wickford is a gentleman.” 

That evening Mrs, Horton’s parlor was occu- 
pied by Bertha and her father; he in a large 
chair, she upon a low stool beside him, his 
hand in hers, her head resting against his 
shoulder, both gazing into the tire before them. 

“And now, father,” said she, breaking the 
silence that had ensued for a short time after 
their meeting, a silence in which they reviewed 
the past in order to compare it with the joy of 
the present moment, ** tell me of my mother.” 

‘Of your mother, child?” said he, with sad- 
ness in his voice. 

“ Yes, dear father, tell me what she was like. 
Tell me—of her disposition—her looks. Oh, 
tell me anything—everything. Only talk of 
her and tell me what you will.” 

**She was like you, Bertha; ah ! so much like 
you. Look in the mirror, child, and imagine 
you see your mother as she was then, for you 
are her veryimage, Then your low, sweet voice 
and your gentile, loving manner remind me so 
much of her that I seem to be living twenty 
years ago.” 

‘“* Ah, father, you must have loved her truly.” 

** Loved her, Bertha—loved her! Why, she 
was so much to me it seemed that the light of 
my life had been suddenly snuffed out. Aye, 
my child, I did love her truly, though my 
actions belie me, Listen, Bertha; it was the 
firat time I had ever touched a drop of liquor, 
though I cannot say it was the last, for when I 
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Cures Consumption Coughs Croup, Sore 
Throat, Sold by all Druggists on a Guarantee. 
Sold by Hargreaves Bros. 


GODES - BERGER 


The only natural mineral water now supplied to Her 
Mojesty, the Queen of England, under Royal Warrant. 


Professor WANKLYN, of London, Eng., states: “I have 
analyzed the Godes-Berger water, and find that it) isfex- 
quisitely pure. Its saline ingredients are normal, jrst 
those required to form an excellent table water.” 


naan I(T 


Acting agent at Toronto : 


AUGUSTE BOLTE 


47 Colborne Street 


THE END, 
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Cricket Notes. 


HE cricket season has now fairly 
begun in Toronto and judging 
from the increased membership 
of the clubs the game is gaining 
fast in popularity. Indeed, there 
is every reason to believe that 

this is the case, for if cricket is slow compared 
with baseball and lacrosse, it has advantages 
over these two games that are the sure chan- 
nels to popular favor and which in part 
account for the ‘singular faecination it exer- 
cises over all who have ever taken it up. One 
is the sociableness of the game. During the 
time that the members of the batting side are 
waiting for their innings they have opportu- 
nities of chatting with their friends, 
and of making or renewing acquaintances 
which baseball, football or lacrosse players 
do not enjoy. An instance which well illus- 
trates this occurred at Orillia during the 
county match between Simcoe and Ontario 
some three years ago. Six players on the 
Simcoe eleven who to all intents were perfect 
strangers when they went on the field, dis- 
covered that they had all played cricket to- 
gether years before, and I dare say that hardly 
a match takes place without incidents of this 
sort occurring. Another advantage which 
cricket possesses is that it is the game of 
young and old alike and the palm is not 
always carried off by the younger players. Dr. 
W. G. Grace is fifty years of age and he is the 
best exponent of the gameto-day. Neither is 
the game confined to the sterner sex. ,Ladies’ 
elevens are not unknown and [ have seen and 
taken part in some very jolly matches 
in which the fair sex gave the men, who had 
to bowl left-handed and bat with clubs, a 
good game, 

Toronto v. Rosedale was a trifle disappoint- 
ing, neither club being fully represented; a 
great pity in a match of such importance, 
Rosedale did not make much of a stand against 
the bowling of Laing, McLaughlin and Terry, 
who took 4 wickets for 27, 2 for 21, and 3 for 
10 respectively, The wicket in the early part 
of the game was decidedly in favor of the 
bowlers, a statement which is not meant to 
cast any discredit on the Toronto trundlers, 
Laing is in splendid form this year. He has 
great command over the ball and alters his 
speed and his pitch in a way that shows he is 
using his head. McLaughlin bowled well but 
he has not the same command over 
the sphere. Terry’s analysis of 3 for 10 
shows that the old Somersetshire man was 
well on the wicket. Bowbanks 19, Ledger 8, 
Dr. Stevenron 11, Forrester 8, and Brewer not 
out 8, were the only men who made any runs 
at all for Rosedale. The first four are well 
known cricketers in Ontario, and comment 
upon their play is needless, Brewer, however, 
isanew map. He is an old Eton boy, and has 
played for his school. He is a strong, free 
bat, playing forward with plenty of vigor and 
has that knack of effecting late off drives that 
gives a mana tremendous advantage and en 
ables him to bother the field tremendously. 
His forward play was a treat, he puts so much 
steam behind it—a thing which many batsmen 
appear afraid to do—and when playing back 
his bat comes down as straight as a die, 
Several times Laing appeared to beat him, and 
the ball passed perilously close over the bails ; 
even then Brewer's bat would drop as straight 
as adie, covering as much of the wicket as 
possible. His innings of 27 in the second half 
of the game was very good. For Toronto, 
Laing and Terry opened the game, and a griev- 
ous disappointment awaited the spectators, for 
Terry was clean bowled by Lyon’s first ball. 
McLaughlin then joined Laing and matters 
grew lively. The old ‘Varsity boy played 
steadily, but his tall partner let out and made 
the hit of the day, lifting Lyon right over the ing to the best of my ability the batting, bowl.- 
grand stand and out of the ground, a beautiful ing and fielding of the individual players. 
stroke. Laing retired, having made 16 out of | pyis will be the big feature, although the 
20, and then Saunders joined McLaughlin, other games of the week will be discussed. 
and the pair brought the score up to D. G. 
108 before a dissolution of partnership 
was effected, when McLaughlin was re- Resenting a Personal Reflection. 
tired with 34 to his account, a well 
played and steady innings, Then a change 
occurred and the remaining wickets fell for 
about nine runs, Saunders playing a not out 
innings of 54, which includea 6 fours and 
5 threes. Two things were noticeable, and 
they were the number of off and leg balls 
that escaped punishment. Dr. Stevenson and 
Lyon divided up the wickets pretty well, the 
former taking 3 for 31 runs, the latter 4 for 47. 
The second innings of Rosedale realized 117, of 
which Brewer made 27, Lyon 27, Ledger 25, Dr, 
Stevenson 12, and Hardy 11. Matters were 
very lively for the time these batsmen were 
in, and after that the team dropped away. 
The five men mentioned compiled 102, and the 
other five, 15. Ledger's cutting was very pretty 
indeed. This player uses his wrists more than 
any other man on the Rosedale eleven. I no- 
ticed one thing on Saturday which ought not 
to be allowed. During the second innings of 
the Rosedale club, the Toronto fielding went 
allto pieces at times, True, the match was 
over, but the opportunity for fleld practice was 
not ; besides, it is a mistake to play bad cricket. 
Better not play at all. The same thing occurred 
on the 24th, when Toronto and Trinity were oe 
playing, and a gentleman who came on the Men Are Too Blind. 
ground during the second innings of Toronto Mrs. Slimpurse—It’s all nonsense to talk 
said: “ What wretched flelders the Trinity | aout managing a husband by silent appeals to 
men are. They don’t deserve to win a match.” | his good nature, SS ee er = 
The gentleman only saw part of the game and | anything youve got to 8 M . 
ac oe away a poor idea of Trinity's work ee Ss eee old summer hat I've worn for 
in the field through their own fault, Miss Makesbift—Yes; and I suggest that 

‘Varsity defeated Parkdale on the grounds ; you quietly put it on and let him see you wear- 
of the former on Saturday afternoon in a oe Slimpurse—That’s just what I did— 
single innings game, 91 to 66, For the winners exactly what I did; and when I proposed to 
Alison put up 38 in capital style, playing with | walk down town with him he said: “ I'm afraid 
great patience until the opportunity came to | all this finery will make my old clothes look 
smash one away over the bowler’s head. Casey | 8habby. 

(sie) also put up 24, not out, for Varsity, ina Thoroughly Equipped. 

faultless way. He is a left-hand bat, who Londoner—Can you speak French? 

doubles down to his work not unlike Dr. G. B. New-Yorker—Can I? You bet; in two lan- 
Smith of the East Torontos, but with much | guages. 














































ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


Indian and Ceylens 
The most delicious Teas on the market. 


STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 
























































































































ADAMS PEPSIN 


RoR e eee 


FOR INDIGESTION. 


SEE THAT TUTTI FRUTTI 
'S ON EACH S¢ PACKAGE. 


{892 MODEL 
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ted. Operators Supplied 


Telephone 120 


GEO, BENGOUGH 
10-12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


This well-k ; yo he io 

-known urant, having been recenti 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully ar and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be su le 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, jetor. 
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BE ANCHES— 93 and 729 Yonge Strect 
*"PHONES—1496 and 4087 
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ESTABLISHED 1967 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


*"Phene 2575 


Dry Kindling Wood 


Delivered any address, 6 crates $1.00; 13° crates $2 00. 
A orate holds as much as a barrel. 


HARVIE & CO., 20 Sheppard Street 
Telephone 1570 or send Post Card. 
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J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


347 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679. 












































H. STONE & SON 


(D, STONE), 
UNDERTAKERS, 237 Yonge Street. 
TELEPHONE 931. 
















































































































































































































































































The Golden Lion 


0 


doubt the most unique 


stock. 


| 


IOVS 


WZ 


AUR 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


REE from knots and imper- 


VELTY 
ASOLS 


summer lines in handsome 


Novelty Paraso!s are without a 


ever placed in 
There is practically no limit to 


styles, and this house leads in kinds, 


qualities and easy prices. 


SOME OF THEM [> 


Merv. 


With and without Frills, in 
cream, light gray, fawn, tan 


and shot effects 


Silk, steel frame, in 
cream and white 


2) 


R. WALKER 
& SUNS 


33-43 King St. East 


Unique for Mourning—Black Merv. Silk, 1, 2 and 3 Flounces 


Fancy shot effects with embroidered or bordered edges 


For rent at Summer Resorts 
Should be ordered in advance 


Every summer customers are disappointed by neglecting 


the above useful information. 


We would therefore ask our 


patrons to kindly advise in time and suitable instruments will 


be reserved. 


Mason & Risch Piano Co. 


LIMITED 


32 King St. West, Toronto 





The Golden Legend at the Philharmonic 
Concert. 


When this work was brought out at the 
Leeds Musical Festival in 1886 (the year of ovr 
Toronto Musical Festival) the Daily Telegraph 
said of Sir Arthur Sullivan's fine work: “A 
greater, more legitimate and more undoubted 
triumph than that of the new cantata has not 
been achieved within my experience. On its 
absolute merits the Golden Legend took the 
audience by storm. When it came to an 
end a scene followed only comparable, 
perhaps, with that presented after the last 
note of Elijah at Birmingham in 1846,” 
The Philharmonic Society has spent a great 
deal of time and money in arranging to pro- 
duce The Golden Legend on June 6, ina style 
worthy the history of the society, and fully up 
to its best efforts. A large professional or- 
chestra has been engaged, also the best solo 
talent. The Caledonia Rink will no doubt be 

lied on this most interesting occasion. Tick 
ets and plan are at Nordheimer’s. 


ee 


Van Every’s World’s Fair Excursion to 
Chicago. 


H. W. Van Every is running one of the 
grandest excursions of the season to the 
World’s Fair, leaving Toronto June 15, All 
accommodation is provided from the time you 
leave Toronto until you return, giving six days 
in Chicago. The number of passengers is 
limited. Call at once and get pamphlet giving 
rates and full description of route at No. 1 
Adelaide street east. Space is being taken fast 
and first come first served. 

Enterprise. 

Dentist— Will you take gas, sir? 

Patient—I think I'd better. 

Dentist (to clerk)—Henry, make out a life 
and accident policy for this gentleman—no ex- 
tra charge, sir—you see, competition is keen 
these days—what’s the name, please /—and we 
have to offer extra inducements to hold our 
trade ; all ready now, sir. 


BREAD~— CAKE ~ PARING. 


One Dollar per Set Free by Mail 


Christy Knife Company, 
30 Wellington St. E.. TORONTO. 
TED 


sr AGENTS WAN =4 


NEXT TO MAIL BUILDING 
TORONTO 


Prize Cups 
Trophies 
and Medals 


ny athletic competition. 


and estimates fur 
nished on appli ation, 


The TORONTO SILVER PLATE C0. 


570 King Street West 


TORONTO - + - CANADA 


E, G, GOODERUAM, Manager 
_... i a re C. COPP, Bee 


CARPET CLEANING 


Done by the HYGIENIC Carpet- 
Cleaning Machine. 


We also clean Carpets Without REMOV- 
ING from the floor if necessary. 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 
ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


ns prepared 
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fections. 


NIGHT. 


June 3, 1893 


Silkfand Twist is! made! from 


the finest quality of Raw Silk 
ihe world produces, upon the 


most 


improved machinery. 


For dressmaking and domes- 
tic purposes it has no equal. 
Try it once and you will use 
no other. 











Lardine: 


MACHINE 
OILS 


= McCOLL’ Ss == 


and Cylinder Oils 


ARE THE CHAMPION GOLD MEDAL OILS OF CANADA 
McCOLL BROS. & CO., Oil Manutacturers 


TORONTO 





ANADIAN 
PACIFIC Ky. 


On and after SUNDAY, MAY 14, trains will leave To- 
ronto (Union Station) as follows : 
EAST 
Express for Peterboro’, Ottawa, Mont- 
treal, White Mountains and the 
East. 
- Local for Havelock. 


WEST 


17.20 a.m. | For Detroit, Chicago and all points 
7.20 p.m. | West. 
Local for London. 


NORTH 


Elora, Fergus, Brampton, 
Harriston, Mount Forest, 
ham, etc. 

Orangeville, 
Sound, Harriston, 
Wingham. 
Streetsville, Orangeville, in connection 

with Steamships for Port Arthur, 
Winnipeg, etc. 
11,20 p.m, North Bay, Port Arthur, Winnipeg, etc. 
+ Daily. t Monday, Wednesday and Saturday. 

* Trains leave North Toronto Station at8 45 a.m., 5 30 
p.m., 9 20 p.m., connecting respectively at Leaside Junc- 
tion with these trains from Toronto Union for all Esstern 
points. 


' 8.30 a.m, | 


"19.10 p.m. J 
* 5.10 p.m. 


4.00 D.m. 


6.50 a.m, \ Teeswater, 
Wing- 


5.00 p.m. | 
7.50 a.m. \ Shelburne, Owen 


Mount Forest, 


For 
5.25 p.m, 


{10.40 p.m. 
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1 Nestle’s Food has this > 
value—It so nourishes ff 
and strengthens babies 
that they are able to 

Ni] withstand the heat of 
Summer, 

Send for sample and 

HW our book, 

. 


‘The Baby.” 


Thos. Leeming & Co., 
Montreal, 
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NEW DESIGNS 














Berry Sets 
Cups & Saucers 
Sugars & Creams 
a Vases, &c. 
WEDDING GIFTS 


WILLIAM TUNOR 


Tel. 2177 109 King St. West 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 

SNELGROVE-— May 23, Mrs. ©. V. Snelgrove—a son. 

COPP— May 19, Mre. W. Copp—a son. 

GALBRAITH—May 28, Mre. J. Galbraith—a son. 

SHAW— May 25, Mrs. G. M. Shaw, Hamiiton—a son. 

ROSS— May 21, Mrs. F. J. Roes—a son, still-boro. 

OREASOR —May 23 Mrs. Alfred Creasor—a son. 

CHISHOLM— me 4 26, Mrs. J. R. Chisholm—a son. 

Societe aoa Mrs. O. A. Tonkin—a eon. 

BEASLEY—May 30, Mre Beasley, Hamilton—a son. 

KEEFER—May 29, Mre. Keefer, Galt—a daughter. 

KENNEDY—May 29, Mrs. Kennedy, Bolton—a daughter. 

TATE—May 27, Mrs. W. A Tate—a son 

FENTON— May 28, Mre. Wileon Fenton—a daughter. 

SISLEY—May 28, Mre. M. J. Sisley—a daughter. 

Marriages. 

LANE—HO WARD—Morton 8. Lane, M.D., and Mies Helen 
Howard of Belleville were married by Rev. J. N. 8im- 
kins on Saturday evening, May 27, at the pastor's resi- 
dence. Belleville Papen please co 

IRVINE—HILLIARD—May 25, John 6 Irvine to May ©. 
Hilliard. 

MORRIS—SIVERS—May 23, Edward George Morris to Em- 
ma Sivers. 

DUNLOP—OHAPMAN—May 23, T. Dunlop to Harriet M. 
Chapman. 


Deaths. 
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A FASHIONABLE BAG FOR 1893 


We show this week an illustration of the newest and most fashion- 


able Travelling Bag made this season. 


It is specially adapted for 


visitors to the World’s Fair at Chicago, as it is more commodious for 
its size and is carried with less fatigue than any other shaped bag 


We make these Bags in two qualities and four colors— 
A full assortment always in stock at 


nut, Brown and Tan. 


Black, Chest- 


H. E. CLARKE & CO.S, 105 King St. West 


™m OXFORD 


GAS RANGES 


The latest production of the great SCHNEIDER & 
TRINKAMP Co, of Cleveland, Ohio, the largest and 
most successful manufacturers in the world of Gas 
Stoves and Ranges. 


See This Range Before Spend- 


ing Your Money 


It is the only PERFEct WATER HEATER known. 


Will heat water faster than acoal range. 


All burners 


are operated with steel needie valves, which produce 
sharp blue flames, 


The bod 


is made of heavy cold rolled sheet steel, 


asbestos lined. 

The front and top are beautifully carved hooey, 
—— castings, with nickel plate medallion and tile 
panels. 

Send for price list and get our record of Water 
Heater. 


MANUFACTURED BY 


The Gurney Foundry Co. 


KENT—May 28, Newton Kent, aged 26. 
MATHEWS—May 28, Alexander W. Mathews. 
McLE4N—May 25, Allan Neil McLean, aged 77. 
STEWART— May 28, Joseph Stewart, aged 45. 
WORTHING TON—May 27, John Worthington, aged 70. 
GOWAN—May 30, Charlotte Gowan, 65 
HOPORAFT— May 28, Henry Hoporaft, aged 34. 





INSIST UPON A 


HEINTZMAN CO. 
PIANO 


When you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime, 
not the makeshift instruments for a few years’ use, but the 
Piano whose sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing 
to be desired, them imsist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO. PIANO 


Ite pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to 
wear away, leaving harshness in place of brilliancy, dul- 
ness in place of sweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heinteman. Forty-five years of patient endeavor upon 
this point, non-deterioration with age, has made the Heints- 


man what ie isthe acknewledged standard of | 


darability. 
CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


TORONTO 


JUDGE AND JURY 


OF THE 


Supreme Court of New York Cily 


A few days ago rendered a decision to the ¢ffect that 


RADAM’S MICROBE KILLER 


Was; all it is represented to be as the greatest remedy ¢f 
this modern age, and that while it was a truly wonderful 
curative, yet it proved harmless to the users of it, and 
contained no poisonous druge cf any kind. 


Sick People Owe a Duty to Themselves 


Do not stand idle any longer waiting for nauseacus 
Druge to relieve you; do not lose further time, at the ex- 
pense of your life perbape, in waiting for some expert to 
experimentally find out the cause of your trouble. 

Obtain our pamphlets and a jar of Microbe Killer trom 
your nearest Druggist (or direct from headquarters, if he 
does not keep it) and start in to use it at once. 


ae other Medicine has ever been endorsed as this one 


For Sale at All Chemists Generally 
Or at ARCHDALE WILSON & CO.'S 


Specific advice furnished free from Main Office to all 
applicante. 
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WILSON—May 22, William R Wilson, aged 24 
DRAKE—May 29, "Emma Francee Drake, aged 20, 
KELLY—May 20, Annie J. Kelly. 
MACDONOUGH— May 24, E. M. Macdonough. 
OVERTON—May 29 Lillie Overton. 
McLEAN—May 27, Mary Etta MoLean, aged 27. 
OLARKE—May 25, Charles H R. Ciarke, aged 44. 
TREBELL—May 26, John J. Trebell, aged 10. 


J. & J. L. O'MALLEY 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 
Telephone 1057 160 Queen St. West 


urniture 


SUPPLY CO. 
56 King Street West - TORONTO 
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[HEINTZMAN & CO. Wo, Radam Microbe Killer Co 


(LEIWITED.) 
117 King Street West TORONTO, ONT. 
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